5TToT i^IfT ITTf^'V Sl5Tr^ 3WR*ft 

L.B.S. National Academy of Administration 




MUSSbORIE 




LIBRARY 

ar^k-fr #»FrT 

Accession No. 


Class No. _ 


Book No. .. 

_ _ 

\ 


)•; , I u.; 


,V 

•'i'. '/ 

nHs 


'( f i ^ ^ ^ 

' ir.' I \r' 


;?yvf 

Uvi'.vM ''\';:7 I : 

ii''f:-I' Wh” V 

fe# SkfeVl 
iSlV. htkmls\ ^N' 


■V>—Vtvvv 4 - 

'-' ^O ■, ■ ui*Vw ' ''. V'\- 

, yiu , < > ,'“, ' ..w# 


1 w i 

"*j'>^ I 

L (.fv X. 

• o O 

05 S 












JOURNEY TO THE FAR PACIFIC 






All photographs by Bill Stapleton, 
Associate Editor, Collier's magazine, 
copyright by the Crowell-Collier Publishing 
Company. Used by permission of the 
copyright owners. 


£ibrary of Congress Catalog Card T^umher: 52-5222 

COPYRIGHT, 1952, BY THOMAS E. DEWEY 
ALL RIGHTS RESERVED 
PRINTED IN THE UNITED STATES 

AT 

H. WOLFF, NEW YORK 



Contents 


Introduction y 

JAPAN 

Tokyf)—Ambassador William Sebald—Major General 
Aleksei P. Kislenko—General Matthew Ridgway— 
Amcrica-Japan Society—Minister of Agricnlture 1 yutaro 
Nemoto—Governor Yuichi Ohsawa—Japanese Diet— 
Taziko Matsumoto—Premier Sliigeru Yoshida—Kyoto 
—Ogisliima—Hiroshima—Osaka—Kobe—S. Murakami 
—Zaibatsu—Hisato Ichimada—Emperor Hirohito 

KOREA 65 

Ambassador John J. Muccio—Pusan—President Syng- 
man Rhce—Enemy Casualties—Korean National Assem¬ 
bly—Seoul—General James A. Van Fleet—Lieutenant 
General l^dward M. Almond—Lieutenant General 
lYank W. Milburn—^New York National Guard Units 
—I Corps—IX Corps—Corps—Burn Treatment— 

ROK Troops 

OKINAWA 91 

Position as a Strategic Air Base—Interracial Relations 

FORMOSA 97 

Minister Karl Rankin—Governor K. C. Wu—Lieu¬ 
tenant General J. L. Huang—Prime Minister Chen 
Cheng—Shell Chang-huan—Foreign Minister George 
Yell—Legislative and Control Yuans—President of 
Control Yuan Yu Yu-jen—Dr. Raymond T. Moyer— 
Generalissimo Chiang Kai-shek—Madame Chiang Kai- 
shek—Major General William C. Chase—General Sun 
Li-jen—Nationalist Army—Major General Chiang 
Ching-kuo 


5 


rA 



Contents 


6 

PHILIPPINES 

Bell Report—Ambassador Myron M. Cowen—Presi¬ 
dent Elpidio Qiiirino—Defense Minister Ramon Mag- 
saysay—Huks—^Jose Yulo—Overseas Chinese—Igorots 

HONG KONG 

Governor Sir Alexander Grantham—Consul General 
Walter P. McConaughy—John Keswick—Mass Execu¬ 
tions in Red China—Commissioner General Malcolm 
MacDonald—General G. C. Evans—Kowloon—H. C. 
Yung 

INDOCHINA 

General Jean Marie de Lattre de Tassigny—Brigadier 
General Erancis G. Brink—Minister Donald Heath— 
Saigon—Communist Leader Ho Chi Minh—Viet Minh 
—Viet Nam—Emperor Bao Dai—^President Tran Van 
Huu 

ANGKOR 

Khmer Empire—Angkor Vat—^Angkor Thom—^Tcmple 
of Bayou—Temple of Baphen—Pnom Penh—Consul 
Don V. Catlett—King Norodom Sihanouk Vannan— 
Commissioner Jean de Raymond 

MALAY^A 

Commissioner General Malcolm MacDonald—Singa¬ 
pore—Consul General John Goodyear—Governor Gen¬ 
eral Sir Franklin Gimson—^Bukit Serene—Kuala Lum¬ 
pur—Lieutenant General Sir Harold Briggs—Selangor— 
Kajang—ist Suffolk Regiment—Ibon Trackers—Gur¬ 
khas—High Commissioner Sir Henry Gurney—Rubber 
and Tin—Chief Minister Da to Onn bin Jaa^afar—Sir 
Ham Hoc Lim—^Dato Tan Cheng Lock 

INDONESIA 

Java—Djakarta (Batavia)—^Ambassador Merle Cochran 
—Jogjakarta—Good Offices Commission—Foreign Min¬ 
ister Achmad Subardjo—^Buitenzorg Botanical Gardens 
—EGA Officials—Fruit Growing Experiment Station— 
Ambon—President Sukarno 


Pacific Anchors 



Introduction 


An the spring of 1951 Europe was covered with a surface 
calm, while five wars and revolutions raged in the Pacific. In 
addition to Korea, Communist attacks were being waged 
against Indo-China, the Philippines, Malaya, and Indonesia, 

Here at home the great debate on sending troops to Europe 
was over. It was one of the bitterest since the Civil War, split¬ 
ting both parties. For more than six months I had taken an 
active part in the struggle to defeat the efforts of a group in 
the United States Senate to throttle the program for coUcetive 
defense of the North Atlantic Treaty nations. Anticipating the 
crisis, I had revisited the countries of Europe in 1949, to sec 
for myself the conditions upon which so much of our future 
existence depended. Now I was tempted to go hack again to 
study the progress of the intervening two years; but a newer 
and graver crisis was rising in the Pacific. 

By a coincidence the 2yo,ooo,ooo free people of western 
Europe are matched by the only slightly larger number of 
300,000,000 in the free Pacific. Unfortunately this decisive 
area is largely lost from our sight in the distances of the Pacific 
and in the mysteries of Asian political movements and per¬ 
sonalities. It seemed to me that I ought to go to see conditions 
at first hand and at least form my own impressions. The in- 
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Introduction 


sistence of John Foster Dulles that a visit to Japan would be 
helpful in cniphasizing the firm purpose of Americans of both 
parties to bring about a treaty of reconciliation contributed to 
my decision to go to the Pacific. 

Of all the countries of the Pacific, Indo-China was the only 
one I was advised to avoid. It was said that relations between 
the French and the natives were so delicate that if I spoke to 
one more French than native official, feelings would be hurt 
and an incident created; General de Lattre was the most diffi- 
cult man in the world to get along with; the Emperor Bao Dai 
was a French playboy puppet with no following among the 
people; and America was making a great blunder in supporting 
him against Ho Chi Minh. Moreover, it was too dangerous, I 
Avas told; people were being killed all over the place every day. 
None of these arguments seemed impressive to me. 

So last summer I traveled forty-one thousand miles, visiting 
seventeen republics, kingdoms, territories, and colonics in the 
decisive Pacific area. I had most certainly not intended to write 
a book about a trip I made for my own information. During 
the course of the trip, however, I made extensive notes and 
concluded after I got home that there might be others who 
would like to see the Pacific countries as I saw them. Here is 
the result. Since I am a lawyer and not an author, this must 
necessarily be a simple, straightforward report. 

I deeply appreciate the countless courtesies extended to me, 
during a purely personal trip, which made possible all of the 
opportunities of an ofEcial visit with few of its disadvantages. 
I am also grateful to Ambassador Dulles and General Lucius 
D. Clay for their great kindness in reading the manuscript 
and giving me their comments; and to many others who have 
read particular sections. I am equally grateful to Dr. Herman 
Hillcboe, Commissioner of Health of the State of New 
York, and to Paul E. Lockwood, Public Service Commissioner, 
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for checking the manuscript against their own recollections 
and notes made during the trip. Of course I accept full respon¬ 
sibility for all of the facts and conclusions. 

This hook docs not pretend to be an authoritative analysis 
of the soeial, economic, or military situation of the Pacific. 
Time was often all too short and even some of the things that 
seemed to me to he as clear as day may not he clear at all; it is 
certainly true that the more I knew about the Pacific the less 
sure I became of any dogmatic conclusions. This is just a report 
of what one American, who has spent twenty-one years in 
public life, saw and thought. 

THOMAS E. DEWEY 
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The time will come, perhaps not in your day nor mine, when, 
unless Europe and America unite to check Muscovite am¬ 
bition, it will not only grasp effete nations in its path on the 
Asiatic Continent, but, with the hordes thus brought under 
its control will overrun the civilization of Europe as did the 
Hun and Goth, the Visigoth and Vandal of old. 

From Through Manchuria with 
the Japanese, by Louis Living¬ 
ston Seaman, published Novem¬ 
ber 1904 


^\^^were four hours late from San Francisco in landing 
at Tokyo’s Ilaneda Airport and I had been a little anxious 
about the delay. On arrival I found that the legendary patience 
of Asia usually pays off: in this case I had missed three Fourth 
of July receptions. Ambassador William Sebald took me from 
the airport to the Imperial Hotel to freshen up for the final 
and most official Fourth of July reception of the day at the 
Embassy Residence. 

The trip from Haneda to Tokyo was strange and exciting 
to me. Farmers and their families were working in rice paddies 
in water up to their knees. Every conceivable kind of cart, bus, 
truck, bicycle, automobile, and ricksha crowded the road. As 
we moved into the city, streetcars, bicycles, taxicabs, and little 
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two-wheeled carts pulled by coolies appeared in increasing 
numbers. Tlie most spectacular forms of transportation are the 
charcoal-burning trucks and taxicabs which carry on the rear a 
fearsome contraption that bums charcoal to generate a low 
quality of gas that runs the engine at a highly inegular rate of 
speed. Since Japan produces little oil, gasoline is so expensive 
that motor travel is a luxury enjoyed principally by foreigners. 
We passed some of the more prosperous Japanese coming 
home from work in motorcycle sidecars, with uniformed chauf¬ 
feurs driving the motorcycles. 

In addition to everything else, the ingenious Japanese me¬ 
chanics had crossed a large number of American jeeps with 
some Rube Goldberg cartoons, putting the results to work on 
the streets of Tokyo as buses. Ihe congestion in the streets 
would equal that of any American city even before adding to 
it jeeps, motorcycles, bicycles, rickshas, and man-drawn carts. 
The Japanese traffic police presented a smart appearance on 
their little islands at every main intersection and struggled 
vigorously with the vehicular nightmare, but with little success. 

In the slum areas on the outskirts of the city, most of the 
people on the sidewalks were in native dress of the poorest 
quality and scarcely a woman old enough to be married was 
without a baby strapped to her back. Tlie men on the side¬ 
walks or pulling carts along the streets wore only shirts and 
short cotton trousers coming just below the knee. Toward the 
center of the city an ever increasing share of the people on the 
street were in Western dress and by the time we reached the 
heart of Tokyo more than three quarters of them appeared in 
clothing which would be quite at home in any American city. 

There were still many marks of the war. Before the war 
Tokyo was a monster city of 8,000,000 people; during the war 
it shrank to 3,000,000; now it was back up to 5,000,000. 
Gaunt skeletons of bombed-out factories were to be seen 
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everywhere and will be for many years. Long rows of brand- 
new houses had sprung up in many of the areas that were 
bombed and burned out, alternating with other rows of aged 
buildings which survived. One B-29 fire bombing in the war 
ringed a great section of the city, burning it out completely 
and resulting in the horrible total of 185,000 casualties. 

The drive in from the airport gave me a chance to get ac¬ 
quainted with Ambassador Scbald and it gave him an oppor¬ 
tunity to find out W'hat hind of a Republican visiting fireman 
he had on his hands. We had a number of mutual friends 
and I was prepared to like him from the start. He is a quiet 
man, a hard worker, and has special qualifications for his diffi¬ 
cult assignment, including, surprisingly enough, fluent knowl¬ 
edge of Japanese. For this there is a simple explanation: a 
graduate of Annapolis, William Scbald became a Jaiianese- 
language officer in the Navy, resigning his commission during 
the 1950s to practice law in Japan. When Pearl Harbor was 
attacked he immediately re-entered the Navy and served 
throughout the war in Admiral Ernest King’s headquarters in 
charge of Combat Intelligence for the Pacific Tlieatcr. 

After the war he joined our diplomatic mission in Tokyo, 
becoming in August 1947 the senior American diplomatic 
officer with the complicated title of Chief, Diplomatic Section, 
General Headquarters, Supreme Commander for the Allied 
Powers, United States Political Adviser for Japan and DejJuty 
for the Supreme Commander, Chaimian and Member for the 
United States, Allied Council for Jajjan. They call him Ambas¬ 
sador for short. 

Everyone told me of the high quality of his advice during 
the Occupation and of his success in handling delicate prob¬ 
lems between the Occupation and the Japanese Government. 
In the 1930s Mr. Scbald married a beautiful Eurasian girl who 
has been of invaluable help to him in the official entertaining 
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which is one of the most onerous of the American Ambas¬ 
sador’s many duties. Mrs. Sebald explains with a smile that her 
ancestry is half British and half Japanese but that the British 
half also includes French, Dutch, and Spanish. 

We had left Albany on July i, 1951, a party of five. Paul E. 
Lockwood, Public Service Commissioner of the State of New 
York and before that my secretary, had been on most of my 
travels with me, both at home and abroad, for many years. He 
was not only good and helpful company but expert in the 
handling of the infinite and complicated diplomatic, schedule, 
and travel problems which occur on such a trip. Dr. Hennan E. 
Hilleboc, Commissioner of Health of the State of New York, 
Assistant Surgeon General of the United States Public Health 
Service on leave of absence, and one of the original three mem¬ 
bers of the World Health Organization Expert Committee on 
Tuberculosis, had planned to go to Korea anyway, and timed 
his trip to join our party for part of the way. “New treatments 
for burns have been reported from Korea which sound almost 
miraculous,” he had said. “Many people don’t believe them 
and I must see them. Where they may have 200 casualties in 
a day in Korea we may some morning have 200,000 in New 
York City; I have to know what’s going on; it may save thou¬ 
sands of lives.” Traditionally, a lieutenant of the State Police 
has always accompanied the Governor of New York and that 
is the assignment today of Lieutenant Edward M. Galvin. The 
fifth member was Raymond 1 . Borst of the Buffalo Evening 
News, a senior member of the Legislative Correspondents’ 
Association at Albany, who was assigned by his paper to go 
along. 

Our Tokyo home, the Imperial Hotel, was an intricate brick 
structure on many levels, designed by Frank Lloyd Wright. It 
has the virtue of having survived both earthquakes and bomb- 
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ing, though one section of it was damaged. But its appearance 
immediately recalled the remark attributed to Harry ITiaw. 
Long years after he shot the great architect Stanford Wliite, 
so the story goes, lliaw visited Tokyo and after one look at 
the Imperial Hotel exclaimed: “My God, I killed the wrong 
architect!” 

Tlic invitation list to the Ambassador’s Independence Day 
reception filled three and a half single-spaced pages. It in¬ 
cluded the officials of the Japanese Government, the Imperial 
Household, the entire diplomatic corps, the leaders of the 
armed forces, American businessmen and newspaper corre¬ 
spondents. Since we were the occupying power, it was virtually 
a command performance for all except the Soviet officials. 

July 4, 1951, was a big day in Tokyo. It was a big day not 
because of my arrival or because it was our Independence Day. 
It was a big day because Major General Aleksei P. Kislenko, 
Soviet member of the Allied Gouncil for Japan, the highest 
representative of the Soviet Union, appeared at the reception; 
even more remarkable, he had brought his buxom wife along 
for her first public appearance in years; but most important of 
all, he was smiling. 

The reception was buzzing over his presence and everybody 
connected it with the Russian bid for a truce in Korea which 
had been made only a few days before. General Kislenko was 
cordial even to me though on several occasions his government 
had branded me Public Enemy Number One. 

Crosscurrents of opinion and many worries quickly emerged 
at the reception. Our military leaders were hopeful but wary. 
Tliey were afraid the truce might be a trap. If the Gommunists 
could utilize a lull to supply and regroup their forces without 
bombardment from the Allies, they might launch a surprise 
offensive of crushing weight. The American officers were also 
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worried that political pressure might compel them to give up 
our good positions on the ridges and withdraw to an entirely 
indefensible line on the 38th Parallel. 

The Japanese were worried, but for different reasons. “What 
will happen if the truce succeeds?” they asked anxiously. 

“Will America then wathdraw all her troops from Korea?” 

“Will we face another invasion of Korea and possibly 
Japan?” 

They saw with all the stark realism of people who sit under 
Russian guns the danger of a Red-occupied Korea pointing like 
a dagger at the heart of Japan. I had publicly warned four years 
before that if we withdrew from Korea it would be invaded; 
so I understood their fears. 

Tlie Koreans were bitterly unhappy, too, for they saw the 
possibility of a settlement again dividing their country, perhaps 
for many years, perhaps forever. 

I never saw so many people so unhappy over the prospect 
of peace—because nobody believed the Soviet would allow it 
to be a real peace. 

Tliough I had met General and Mrs. Matthew Ridgw’ay at 
the reception, I was scheduled to call on him formally at 
eleven-thirty the next morning and he was to return the call on 
me at noon. This seemed to both of us to be just diplomatic 
nonsense so we had a long and valuable visit until we left to¬ 
gether for lunch at his official residence. When General Ridg- 
way was called to the command of the United Nations Forces 
after the death of General Walker in December 1950, our 
forces were in headlong retreat from the Yalu. All the immense 
prestige we had gained in the free world by intervening to save 
a helpless victim of aggression was hanging in the balance. 
Erect, calm, and forceful, with his trade mark of a live grenade 
on his shoulder strap. General Ridgway rallied and reorganized 
our forces. Later, replacing General MacArthur, he moved 
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naturally into the position of Supreme Commander for the 
Allied Powers. 

Following lunch, presided over charmingly by Mrs. Ridg- 
way, the general and I returned to headquarters, where we 
were joined by Ambassador Scbald. I had accepted an invita¬ 
tion to address the America-Japan Society on July 6; though I 
had worked on my speecli during the flight out, there were still 
some rough edges, so together the three of us went over the 
final draft. 

Delivering the speech at the speeial luncheon meeting of 
the society the next day was another new experience for me. 
I had never addressed a Japanese audience. Would they under¬ 
stand enough to make it intelligible? And what about the 
extemporaneous remarks tliat somehow always creep in? lliey 
can fall very flat if not understood. Ihe audience included the 
Prime Minister, a number of Cabinet offieers, business and 
professional people, as well as quite a few Americans. At the 
opening I made it clear that I was speaking solely as a private 
citizen and in no way for the government of my country. Then 
I couldn’t resist the temptation to interject an aside: “Some 
of you may know that I tried a coujAc of times to get into the 
national government but without success.” The laugh that 
came from the entire audience ended my worries. I had not 
only a politically conscious audience but one that understood 
English and had a good sense of humor. 

Later I was particularly interested in the mail that came in 
commenting on the press reports of the speech. Tlie Japanese 
are one of the most literate people in the world and I am sure 
they are most prolific letter writers. The largest share of the 
letters referred especially to the section of my speech which 
read: 

“My countrymen want no tenitory, no subject peoples, no 
domination of any other people. Our record proves it. 



20 


Journey to the Far Pacific 

“What other nation in the history of the world ever fought 
so hard to win a war it did not start and then paid out so 
generously in order to lift up and restore its defeated enemies? 

“Did any nation ever win a bitter w'ar and then pay more 
than two billion dollars to feed and clothe and succor the 
fallen, as America has done in the case of Germany? 

“Did any nation ever win a bitter war and then pay more 
than two billion dollars to feed and clothe and succor the 
fallen, as America has done in the case of Japan? 

“Did any nation make such sacrifices and then ask not one 
dollar of reparations in return? I am deeply aware that a na¬ 
tion's purpose cannot be measured by dollars. I am equally 
aware that a nation’s purpose must also be measured in terms 
of human understanding and human sympathy. I mention 
these facts therefore not in vainglory but in all humility to il¬ 
lustrate the high purpose and the sacrificial devotion of a free 
people to the welfare of their neighbors of the free world. 

“Tlic people of America and of the free world are building 
their strength for the sole and exclusive purpose of preventing 
war. Tlie United States will never be the one to start a war in 
any conceivable set of circumstances. The United States will 
never attempt to use other nations for purposes of aggression. 
All these contemptible methods we leave to tlie imperialist 
aggressors. 

“Wc do not believe war is inevitable. 

“We are dedicated to the high purpose of making peace 
inevitable. 

“It must be a peace of strength—not a mere peace of sur¬ 
render or appeasement. It must be a peace in which free men 
and women can sleep calmly in their homes, serene in the 
knowledge of their freedom from secret police and enemy 
bombers.” 

It is easy to be misled and certainly ten days in a country 
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make no one an authority on anything; but I do have the firm 
impression that the people of Japan are grateful to the United 
States for our determination to create a new approach in world 
relations by extending a treaty of reconciliation and friendship 
to a vanquished enemy. 

Wliether the inexorable pressure of economics and world 
events will permit Japan to remain free is another question. 
In six years she has made the revolutionary change from a 
totalitarian, one-party nation to a genuine, constitutional mon¬ 
archy Avith the people actually in control of their government. 
In almost every other country I visited, the most persistent 
question was: “Has Japan really become a free nation and will 
it last?’' Americans ask as a matter of curiosity: but the people 
of Asia, of the Philippines, of Australia and New Zealand ask 
as a matter of life and death. I witnessed the depths of tragedy 
and bitterness with which many of them remember the Jap¬ 
anese conquest and occupation. They never want to live 
through such an experience again. 

I don’t know whetlier Japan’s freedom will last. Nobody 
does. This is a critical time for Japan and what happens in 1952 
may decide her direction for many years to come. For the Jap¬ 
anese the first essential is food. No one can get much interested 
in elections, political theories, or world affairs when he doesn’t 
know where tomorrow’s bowl of rice will come from. Today 
no Japanese can answer that question until he knows whether 
Indo-China and the Rice Bowl of Southeast Asia will remain 
with the free world. Every home I saw in Japan with as much 
as twenty square feet around it has a garden, not for pleasure 
but from necessity. Tire vegetables they grow supplement the 
meager amounts of rice and fish their earnings will buy. 

The war was a catastrophe to Japan in which she spent her 
accumulated reserves of fifty years in less than four short years 
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of disastrous struggle. Stripped of Manchuria with its rich 
mineral and agricultural resources, Korea, Formosa, the Kurile 
Island chain, and the Ryukyus, the 84,000,000 people of Japan 
have been crowded back into the four home islands which 
altogether have only 147,000 square miles, less than the State 
of California. Wliilc they need almost everything, the loss of 
rice imports from their former possessions and of some of their 
fishing areas has put this vigorous nation up against the haunt¬ 
ing specter of hunger. 

Nevertheless, it is generally believed that with fair business 
conditions the industrial workers will resist Communist prop¬ 
aganda and support the present liberal government. The in¬ 
dustrial workers, however, are a minority; of all the people in 
Japan, fifty-five out of every hundred live on the farms and 
dominate the elections to a far greater extent than in this coun¬ 
try, where the farm population is only about one sixth of the 
total. If the Japanese farmer is in distress as the result of fur¬ 
ther inflation, while the price of rice remains fixed, he may 
overturn the government. \Vliatever happens, right now it 
seems definite that he will not vote Communist. 

His alternative would probably be the Socialist Party, which 
has two wings, one radical and one closer to the middle of the 
road, llic Socialist Party officially opposed the peace treaty 
on the ground that it should be signed by Russia and Red 
China. This, of course, was fatuous and they privately admit¬ 
ted it. 

Tlic Liberal Party presently in power is made up of a solid 
group of able people. Under the leadership of Premier Shigeru 
Yoshida, they recognize that their political job is the future 
development of a rapidly expanding frce-entcrprisc economy 
in close alliance with the United States and the rest of the free 
world. 



Japan 23 

One of the most encouraging aspects of the Japanese politi¬ 
cal situation is the willingness of people to vote for individuals 
they respect and trust. In the last vote for the Diet, more than 
one quarter of all the votes were cast for leading local citizens 
who ran without party labels. Tliree of the governors of prefec¬ 
tures, whom I visited, were also elected as independents. 

After the war the Russians had a plan for a grand political 
coup in Japan. They held more than 1,000,000 Japanese war 
prisoners who were exposed to thorough Communist indoc¬ 
trination; as the prisoners avowed their conversion to Com¬ 
munism they were sent home to take over Japan for the 
Kremlin, llie plan misfired. Up to May 1951, the Soviet 
Union had returned 902,673 prisoners of war and civilians, and 
the more that arrived, the lower went Communist prestige 
until it almost reached the vanishing point in the .spring elec¬ 
tions of that year. 

After one of our visits Premier Yoshida sent me an analysis 
of the vote in the last three elections. It show'cd that the Com¬ 
munist vote fell from nine per cent in 1949 to five per cent in 
1950, to less than one per cent in 1951. Hie Japanese bid fair 
to become our most stable Pacific ally if economic conditions 
permit. 

The brightest spot in the whole picture is the way the Occu¬ 
pation under General Douglas MacArtliur robbed the Com¬ 
munists of their most effective propaganda weapon in Japan 
—the promise of land reform. 

Before the war the Japanese system of landholding was, in 
the words of Minister of Agriculture Tjmtaro Nemoto, “ri¬ 
diculously unfair.” “The Japanese farmer’s life,” he says frankly, 
“was miserable in the extreme despite his hard work and all 
his skill.” Nearly half of all the tillable land was owned by 
landlords who collected as rent such an exorbitant share of the 
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produce that it often amounted to more than half of all the 
crops han'cstcd. 

In America we are used to farms ranging up to thousands of 
acres. In Japan the average landlord who owned twelve and a 
half acres was rich; his tenants were extremely poor. It is al¬ 
most impossible for us to realize the hunger of the Japanese 
tenant farmers for land. 

On December 15, 1945, the Occupation issued an historic 
directive to the Japanese Government, calling upon it to pur¬ 
chase the landlords' five million acres and resell them to 
tenants. Absentee landlords were required to sell all their land. 
Landlords who were genuine farmers could retain as much as 
seven and a half acres; the government bought the rest of the 
land at about forty times the annual rent, issuing government 
bonds in payment. Tlie tenants, of course, had no money, so 
they were allowed to buy the land on credit and pay for it over 
thirty years in annual installments. The amount of land avail¬ 
able worked out to give the tenants an average of two and a 
half acres apiece. 

Many Japanese and some Americans entertained grave 
doubts about the effect of such a quick and radical operation 
upon food production. However, all worked out well for the 
tenant fanners. Tlicy bought their new land in the Redistribu¬ 
tion Program at a fair price in 1946. Then a terrible inflation 
swept over Japan. Rigid controls had held inflation within 
bounds until 1947, when the inexorable law of economics 
finally defeated even the best controls. The yen fell from a 
value of forty cents before the war to less than one third of a 
cent. As a result, the former tenant farmers did not need to 
work thirty years to pay back the government; they paid for 
their farms with cheap yen after two or three years. They were 
disturbed by the inflationary rise in the prices of the things 
they bought, but for the moment they were happy. At last 
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they owned their own land and it was already paid for. Today 
a new song is heard on the farms: 

“llic same paddy field, but now my own: 

Tlie richer soil yields golden blades of rice. 

Heavy is the crop and light is my heart; 

Sharp is the sickle and blue is the sky. 

Hail this happy harvest day! 

Bright shines the sun on my ovra piece of land!” 

The fonner landlords were terribly victimized by the in¬ 
flation. Tliey had sold their land at a fair price in return for 
government bonds. Tlien the government bonds suddenly 
lost most of their value. Ihe government is now searching for 
a means to j^rovide some fair reimbursement to the fonner 
owners. 

While I am not an agricultural expert, I own and operate a 
300-acre dairy farm. As a result I have found that in many na¬ 
tions of the world it provides me with a universal language, 
and whenever I am in a foreign country I try to spend at least 
one day visiting farms. For some reason, whatever I leam in 
the cities is often contradicted in the country by the thought¬ 
ful view of the man and his wife who w'ork the soil. They 
live away from mass opinion and the sometimes hysterical 
moods of the big cities. In Tokyo I tried to follow my usual 
practice of arranging my farm visit so that I could go alone 
with an inteq^reter and thought I had succeeded. To my dis¬ 
may, when I finally got to the country, I found myself in the 
company of the Minister of Agriculture, the governor of the 
prefecture, a dozen local officials, and twenty newspaper re¬ 
porters and photographers. 'Fhe chance of easy, pri\'ate talks 
with fanners looked pretty dim. 

As it worked out, the presence of others was unexpectedly 
helpful. Mr. Nemoto, the Minister of Agriculture, is the first 
in a succession of fifteen postwar ministers of agriculture to 
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be a graduate of a school of agriculture. Governor Yuichi Oh- 
sawa of Saitania Prefecture was not only helpful but a fine 
host. Luncheon was served in his home and, following the 
Japanese custom, he made a brief speech of welcome in ex¬ 
cellent English. He had worked hard on his speech and after¬ 
wards mailed me an inscribed copy of it. In part it said: 

“Your visit is an unprecedented honor to the citizens of 
Saitama Prefecture and I am deeply grateful for this. 

"Tliesc young girls are daughters of well-known families in 
this prefecture and they volunteered to serve this luncheon, 
deeming it a great honor. 

“In order to show my sincere gratitude and pure heart, I had 
all the mats renewed and all parts of the house cleaned 
yesterday.” 

The food was delicious, the product of centuries of experi¬ 
ence in learning how to give the commonest foods a taste and 
flavor which convert them into delicacies, 'llie luncheon fea¬ 
tured fish and shellfish, but no meat. Beef and lamb are almost 
unknown in Japan for the good reason that grain is too 
precious to be spared to feed animals. It takes about five 
pounds of grain to make one pound of beef; five pounds of rice 
can feed one Japanese for a week; there is no grain to spare 
for luxuries like meat. 

After expressing our gratitude for the luncheon, we set off-- 
by now a party of 40—to visit the farms in the neighborhood. 
The first farm we visited was owned by a fortunate young man 
w'ho had been able to get three and a quarter acres—three 
fourths of an acre more than the national average—under the 
Land Reform Program. He was waiting at the house when our 
entourage drove up, dressed in a white, sleeveless shirt and 
thin, tight dungarees which came to frayed bottoms just below 
his knees, barefooted, alert, and anxious to be friendly. He was 
obviously overawed by the presence of the governor of the pre- 
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fecturc and the Minister of Agrieulture, but after considerable 
effort I managed to shake myself loose from the others and 
talked with him alone through the interpreter. He finally re¬ 
laxed and spoke freely. Ilis house, he said, had been owned by 
his family for many generations but never before had they 
owned any farm land. The house itself was unusually large, 
perhaps thirty by forty feet; about half of it was entirely open 
at the sides, as is common in Japan, part of it having a dirt 
floor; the rest of the house was on a raised platform about two 
feet above the ground and in this part the entire family lived. 

lire farmer’s wife came up as we talked; soon after that his 
father appeared, stooped and graying, with a little child 
strapped to his back and another tugging at his shirttail. “My 
father is too old to work,” the young farmer explained, “so he 
takes care of the children.” The grandfather was there, too, 
sitting cross-legged on the floor back in the open part of the 
house, bearded, frail, and dignified. Beside him was a child of 
about six sleeping on a mat. 

The young man was definitely an upper-emst farmer. He was 
upper-crust because he owned a working ox. It pulled his plow 
and also was used for plowing by his less privileged neighbors, 
who paid him in hours of labor, cultivating his vegetables and 
his rice paddies. 

Like all the farm land in Japan, his three and a quarter acres 
were intensively cultivated. First he would grow a crop of bar¬ 
ley and wheat while his rice shoots were growing in a separate 
paddy. Wlicn they came to the transplanting stage after the 
barley and wheat were harvested, the paddies would be flooded 
and each shoot of rice carefully transplanted by hand. In addi¬ 
tion, the farmer had an unusual amount of space devoted to 
the raising of vegetables of the usual American varieties— 
beans, eggplant, broccoli, carrots, and two rows of corn, which 
the Japanese eat on the cob as we do, instead of grinding it 
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into com meal for cooking. He even had radishes, which I 
learned were an important vegetable in Japan. Tliey are pickled 
for use in the winter. I asked him if all the vegetables were for 
their own use. “No,” he said, “we sell some in the village. My 
wife preserves some and we put others in the ground for use in 
the winter.” What he did not say was that, in addition to cook¬ 
ing, bearing children, keeping the house, and putting up the 
vegetables, his wife spent as many hours working in tlie field as 
he did. That was taken for granted. 

Since no farmer can afford to buy commercial fertilizer for 
all the needs of his intensely cultivated land, much of the fer¬ 
tilizer is night soil—human fecal matter. No Japanese, in city 
or countrj’^, would think of wasting precious fertilizer, and every 
bit is saved in earthen jars under the toilet. Tlic farmer who 
owns an ox develops regular customers in the nearest village 
with whom he has an arrangement to collect the sewage from 
their homes. Neither pays the other—the farmer gets the fer¬ 
tilizer and the villager gets his sewage removed. 

In every drive through the country I saw enterprising 
businessmen whose stock in trade was an ox, a long cart, and 
ten or twelve large wooden buckets. These merchants collect 
night soil from the villages and cities and take it to the country, 
where they sell it to the farmers who own no oxen. For every 
automobile I saw on the road there were as many as fifty carts 
bearing night-soil buckets which our American soldiers have 
gaily dubbed “honey buckets.” 

As many of the diseases endemic in the Orient are trans¬ 
mitted through night soil, Americans and most Europeans 
do not cat raw vegetables or some raw fruits. The natives de¬ 
velop considerable immunity but foreigners become infected 
with both typhoid and dysentery. Despite great medical prog¬ 
ress in Japan, economic pressure forces her to maintain many 
ancient practices, including the use of night soil. There has not 
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been enough money to develop modern sanitation, including 
what we regard as the barest necessities of water and sewage 
control. In recent years considerable progress has been made 
in reducing typhoid and dysentery but washing facilities arc 
primitive in most Japanese homes, so that contamination of 
the hands is easy. Even worse, the wife usually washes the fam¬ 
ily clothes in the same stream which has been fed by seepage 
from the contaminated fields. 

Despite these handieaps the Japanese live up to their repu¬ 
tation for cleanliness. I was much interested in a typical 
wooden bathtub. It was against the outside of the house under 
the c'aves, about three feet deep, three feet wide, and four feet 
long, oval in shape and with a small metal stove in one end. 
Charcoal is put into the stove and the water is heated by the 
metal of the back of the stove, which forms part of the end of 
the tub. lire barefoot family on that farm worked long hours 
in the rice paddies, in muddy water up to their knees or higher. 
Nevertheless, they were a clean family and the bathtub was the 
most used piece of equipment in the house. 

We saw the other side of the fami picture in the course of a 
visit to a former landlord who had once owned 15 acres and 
was now reduced to three. I managed to get him away from the 
mob scene for a private talk and discovered that he had no 
sense of bitterness over the land reform. 

“Even before the war,” he said, “I sold portions of my land 
to my best tenants and they arc still my good friends and 
neighbors today. I let them use my bam to store their crops 
and they still use my electric mill to grind their rice.” 

He had retained considerable capital equipment according 
to Japanese standards: a tiny electric rice mill, a storage shed 
about twenty by thirty feet, a horse, and a pig which was about 
to declare an extra dividend. Such possessions set him apart 
as really weU-to-do even after land reform had taken four fifths 
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of his land. He was a fine fanner and would be a success in any 
free country; it was natural, therefore, to find the boys of the 
newly created 4-H Club gathered at his farm, eager to talk of 
their projects, learning the best farming practices on his well- 
tended acres. 

llie Soviet plan for the conquest of Japan was checked but 
not defeated by the land reform. The Kremlin now expects to 
take over the country' by gaining control of the rice and raw 
materials on the mainland which the Japanese need. The Com¬ 
munist offensives in Korea and, even more importantly, in 
Indo-China arc seemingly aimed at distant conquests; in reality 
they are aimed directly at the heart of Jayian by gaining control 
of her food supply, her raw materials, and her trading area. 

While the agrarian refomis have greatly increased Japan’s 
food production, the irresistible increase in population has also 
continued from 70,000,000 to 84,000,000 in the last ten years. 
So the Japanese people are just where they were a decade ago 
—still importing that twenty per cent of their rice which is the 
margin between life and death. Japan must trade manufactured 
goods and services for food and raw materials. The sources of 
her rice imports for 1940 show dramatically how much Japan 
needs her Asian neighbors if she is to survive: 

METRIC TONS 


SOURCE OF RICE 

Korea 59,000 

Formosa 418,000 

Thailand (Siam) 284,000 

Indo-China 439,000 

Burma 420,000 

China 54,000 


Devastated Korea has little rice to spare and indeed is a food 
scarce nation today. Formosa is now occupied by the national 
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government of Chiang Kai-shek and, as the result of a greatly 
increased refugee population, has little rice for export. Thai¬ 
land, Burma, and Indo-China arc the only nearby sources from 
which Japan can hope to buy the rice she must have: the Rice 
Bowl of the Orient is still Southeast Asia. That is why the 
Communists are concentrating there. 

Japan has an equally grave shortage of coal, iron ore, and 
salt. Today she imports rice, grains, and minerals from eight¬ 
een nations all over the world. Half of the total comes from the 
United States but the costs arc so great as to be impossible on 
a permanent basis. Just for example: salt sells for $3 a ton in 
San Francisco; it costs $19 a ton to ship it to Japan. Coal costs 
$10 a ton and another $20 a ton to ship to Japan. 

So in this respect, too, Japan’s survival depends upon the 
free nations of the Far East. Under peaceful conditions the 
bulk of her mineral requirements can be provided at reasonable 
prices from the Philippines, India, and Southeast Asia. In 
those areas Japan has a natural market for her textiles and other 
manufactured products, in exchange for the rice, coal, iron ore, 
and salt she so desperately needs. Free to trade with each other, 
these hundreds of millions of people can progress in commerce 
and in standards of living while becoming bulwarks of the free 
world. 

Of course for Japan there is always the alternative of Mao 
Tse-tung’s Communist China. Japan could get most of her 
needed minerals from China. But if she is forced to trade with 
Mao Tse-tung he will attach a political price to every cargo. 
Tliat is an old Communist technique at which the Soviet 
Union is a past master, and Russian “advisers” are largely run¬ 
ning Red China. Every transaction would increase Soviet in¬ 
fluence in Japan until the Communists would have her by the 
throat; by turning on and off the flow of her lifeblood they 
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would swiftly be able to weaken her to the point where she 
would fall into the waiting arms of Soviet slavery. If Japan is 
to remain free, so must Southeast Asia. 

I was eager to learn the Japanese opinion about the complex 
problems of these countries. Surely, I thought, the Japanese 
must have strong views on the future of their neighboring 
countries, many of which they had occupied during the war. 
I hoped to get clear-cut opinions on the whole subject but 
almost alwa}rs I ran into a blank wall. The reason finally 
dawned on me: the Japanese military and political leaders who 
occupied those areas have been executed or purged. Tire re¬ 
maining people of Japan have been isolated from the world for 
ten long years. They have been so isolated that few are familiar 
with the conditions in other countries; moreover, they are so 
concerned today with the problems of self-preservation that 
they have had little time to think about anything else. 

A curious psychological aspect of Japanese character also in¬ 
terfered with my efforts to get the opinions I sought. At first I 
made the mistake of talking with people in groups. Finally I 
realized that the average Japanese, after centuries of regimen¬ 
tation, still does not feel at case expressing frank opinions in 
the presence of others. After almost every visit with business-? 
men, political leaders, judges, scholars, or other groups, one 
individual after another took me aside for a private conversa¬ 
tion. Others wrote afterwards and my correspondence with 
people who have definite opinions but did not wish to discuss 
them in the presence of others is still growing. 

On some subjects there was general agreement. From Japa¬ 
nese of every walk of life came the deep conviction that so long 
as Mao Tsc-tung rules Red China he will remain a Com¬ 
munist and a Russian tool; that America must continue to 
maintain troops in Japan and Korea after an armistice or the 
Russians will move in again; that Southeast Asia, the Philip- 
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pines, and Indonesia must remain free or Japan and the whole 
Pacific will be lost. 

Definite opinions on all these subjects also came from 
American diplomats, businessmen, and newspaper reporters, 
as well as from British, Dutch, and other Europeans. I was ap¬ 
palled, however, at their gloomy and contradictory appraisals 
of the prospects for Indo-China, Malaya, the Chinese Nation¬ 
alists, and the greatest new nation of all, Indonesia. 

“If there is a cease fire in Korea,” they said ominously, “the 
Chinese Communists will invade Indo-China next and drive 
the French out. Burma and 'Iliailand are next on the list. Tlieii 
Malaya and all Far East Asia will fall. India will be surrounded 
and Japan staix'cd out: the wiiolc Pacific will be gone. 

“Indo-China is the critical spot and the Emperor Bao Dai is 
nothing but a puppet and a Trench playboy, lie has no 
strength and is a liability, "llie revolutionary leader, Flo Chi 
Mini), is a patriot; the people love him and he will inevitably 
win, whether he is a Communist or not. '^Ilic French w'on’t 
fight for Indo-Chiua much longer anyway.” 

One \'eteran American new'spaper reporter went even 
further. “I did some lecturing back in the States recently,” he 
said. “I told them that I w'anted to see America get ahead of a 
revolution for once instead of lagging behind. I told them we 
should back up Ho Chi Minh and win the friendship of a new 
government whicli is bound to win out in the end.” 

'Ihcrc wus cc[ual gloom about Indonesia, the great new 
island republic which was formerly the Dutch East Indies. A 
lawyer who had spent his life in the Far East said, “Every 
Cabinet officer is a little king unto himself and there is no 
organization at all in the government. Some one of the revolu¬ 
tions going on down there will take over the country and set 
up a dictatorship. It’s bound to happen before the year is out 
—probably before you get there.” 
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It all seemed too pat to me, a little too ready acceptance of 
the Communist propaganda line; but at least these Americans 
and Europeans did have opinions, dubious as some of them 
seemed. I looked forward anxiously to finding out how all 
these countries looked on the spot. During the whole trip, I 
found that almost everything looked different at first hand 
from the way it appeared at a distance; it also looked much 
better. 

One of the most interesting group meetings I had was with 
the members of the Lower House of the Diet, which corre¬ 
sponds to our House of Representatives. When the Emperor 
opens a session of the Diet he first receives the leaders of both 
houses in a small private chamber. Ilis desk and chair are 
simple but the walls, covered with lacquer and gold leaf, are 
stunning; behind the Emperor’s desk is a large fireplace flanked 
by beautiful posts about eight inches in diameter which run 
from the floor to the ceiling, each post being made of thousands 
upon thousands of layers of lacquer which took twenty-seven 
years to apply. 

The Upper House of the Japanese national legislature was 
formerly the House of Peers, which exercised an all-powerful 
influence on the govemment. Today under the new constitu¬ 
tion the House of Peers has become the House of Councilors, 
with sharply limited powers. 

Following courtesy calls on the leaders of the two houses 
was the conference with about twenty of the leaders of the 
various political parties; the usual morning tea was served as we 
sat down around a large conference table. While most of the 
members spoke some English, I was delighted to find “Frank” 
Taziko Matsumoto serving as interpreter. He had served in a 
similar capacity a few months before when a group of the Diet 
members who visited the United States came to Albany. He is 
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a forty-eight-ycar-old college professor representing the Dis¬ 
trict of Hiroshima. Tliough nominally a member of the 
People's Democratic Party, he is actually a highly regarded 
member of the large group of non-party members of the 
Diet and I believe he has a fine political career ahead of 
him. 

This was one of the few occasions when Japanese I met in 
groups spoke frankly in the presence of others. Highlighted by 
sharp controversy, wc talked about the Japanese peace treaty, 
the danger of Communist invasion of Japan, the ubiquitous 
subject of food supply, the future of free government, and, of 
course, Japan’s dire need for capital and raw materials. Every 
time a member of one party made a flat statement one of the 
others would crack back at him across the table. When a So¬ 
cialist member spoke highly of the Japanese peace treaty, con¬ 
trary to the public position of his party, one of the Liberals got 
a big laugh when he queried: “Wliy don’t you say that in 
public and be honest about it?” 

Premier Shigeru Yoshida has the respect of the members of 
all parties, even his political enemies. I had first met him at 
the Independence Day reception and then the next day we had 
a long discussion during my formal call on him at his official 
residence; but I first began to feel that 1 really knew him at 
the America-Japan Society luncheon. We talked easily 
throughout the meal, retiring afterward to a private room with 
two or three others to take off our coats, drink some iced tea, 
and cool off. Wc met a number of times later and each time I 
felt more strongly his personal warmth and his high-minded 
approach to staggering responsibilities. 

Yoshida at seventy-three is a sensitive, quiet man of fine 
ability and character. In the days leading up to the war he was 
a steadfast opponent of the militarists who had seized control 
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of Japan. He suffered greatly for his views both before and dur¬ 
ing the war; finally he was imprisoned a few months before 
the end. 

He was a natural choice for Premier of Free Japan. All 
Americans who saw and heard on television his eloquent 
speech at the San Francisco signing of the peace treaty must 
have been impressed by the forthright honesty witli which he 
met every issue, the sincerity of liis gratitude, and his pledges 
of future friendship. As a statesman, I would rank him as close 
to Winston Churchill as any man can get; I would place him 
on a par with Alcidc dc Gasperi of Italy and Robert Sehuinan 
of France. Premier de Gasperi has singlchandedly led Italy 
through her postwar revolution and Sehuinan as Foreign 
Minister of France has had the great vision which may yet 
steer Europe into economic unity. 

At one stage of his life Premier Yoshida lived in Scarsdale, 
New York; he speaks quite good English, has a good sense of 
humor, and enjoys an American cigar. At dinner at Ambas¬ 
sador Scbald's home one night, someone asked the Premier 
what he did for cigars during the war. He replied that some to¬ 
bacco had come in from Formosa; then he explained: '‘You 
know, Japan and Italy have two things in common.'' I sup¬ 
posed he would refer to their common difficulties with short¬ 
age of natural resources and their excess population, but he 
continued: "They both produce a little tobacco and they both 
make very bad cigars." 

At the same dinner there was some discussion of the or¬ 
phanages the Japanese had established to care for the aban¬ 
doned children of Japanese women and American GIs. With 
their varied national and racial backgrounds, our troops have 
left some remarkable biological mixtures behind them. Mr. 
Yoshida was asked if he was disturbed by this problem of racial 
mixture. Smiling, he replied: "Well, the Japanese haven’t had 
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any new blood in twenty-five hundred years and I don't believe 
it will do us any harm." 

Premier Yoshida is deeply religious and his favorite spot in all 
Japan is the Saered City of Kyoto. He repeatedly urged me 
to pay the city a visit, telling me that whenever he was in 
western Japan he always made it a point to spend the night at 
Kyoto. He, as well as many others, expressed their gratitude 
for the wise decisions made by our military commanders dur¬ 
ing the war not to bomb this religious and cultural center of 
Japan with its eighteen hundred temples and shrines. 

When wc traveled by train to Kyoto we rode third class; 
there were first- and second-class cars but 1 wanted to try the 
transportation facilities used by the mass of the people. '^Tlic 
seats were not too comfortable but they were perfectly ade¬ 
quate for a trip of a few hours, and while the equipment was 
not new, it was spotlessly clean. Japanese railroads operate ex¬ 
actly on schedule; they wait for nobody and at least the train 
wc were on started and stopped without a single jolt the entire 
trip. I don't remember ever having had such a smooth train 
ride. Japan is the only nation in the world where the railroads 
of the country transport more passengers than freight. The 
railroads arc the backbone of the nation's transport, since there 
is only one good highway in all Japan; the rest range from poor 
to terrible. 

For more than a thousand years Kyoto was the traditional 
capital of Japan. In 1869 the Emperor, after the Mciji Restora¬ 
tion, moved the capital from Kyoto to Tokyo; it took three 
months for the royal court to make that historic hegira of 
two hundred miles which is now covered in a few hours by 
rail. As we drove through the city past shrine after shrine I 
gained my first real understanding of the relationship between 
Buddhism and Shintoism. While Buddhism is the basic reli- 
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gion of Japan, as it is of much of the Orient, Shinto was de¬ 
veloped in Japan during the past thousand years as a pseudo- 
religious cult based upon nature and ancestor worship. After 
the Restoration in 1868, a different aspect of the cult was 
added, based on the divinity of the Emperor and his ancestors, 
while government support of the shrines and the priests 
brouglit about a close union between Shintoism and the 
government. All that has been swept away in the new Japan. 
The constitution now prohibits government support of the 
shrines or the priests and forbids the government to engage in 
religious education or activity. 

This separation of Shintoism from the government constb 
tutes a spiritual revolution of unmeasured meaning for the 
future of Japan. The changed status of the I'anpcror alone will 
exert tremendous influence upon the country’s political devel¬ 
opment, for better or for worse. Whether he will have greater 
or less influence I was not sure in the light of many conversa¬ 
tions and I looked forward to meeting him and forming my 
own impressions. 

When we arrived at the great Shinto shrine wc were met by 
the colorfully dressed high priest and—despite the new decrees 
—a member of the Imperial Household, dressed in formal 
morning clothes. I was surprised that the Shinto temple was 
no temple at all. Instead, there were high, beautifully caivcd 
and painted torii, a few simjde frame buildings of natural Cyprus 
wood, and long covered walks through the sacred gardens. As 
wc walked along I noticed that there were few worshipers in 
sight, llic high priest explained that this was because it was 
then the hot, rainy season but that during the balance of the 
year there arc about twenty-five weddings a day as well as a 
steady flow of the devout from all over Japan. 

From the Shinto shrine we drove to the great Buddhist 
temple, a monumental stone structure built on enormous piles 
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on the side of a mountain. Long steps lead up to the floors of 
the temple, whose approaehes are guarded on each side by 
huge figures of ficrec gods. At various levels in an area which is 
largely open there arc figures of Buddha, some of great size, 
housed in elaborate structures with closed, grilled gates; 
these shrines, I found, arc opened only on sacred days or on the 
occasions when young priests in training arc allowed to see the 
sacred literature. 

Tied to the iron gates and at other places throughout the 
temple w'ere thousands of little knots of parchment upon 
which people who wished to be cured of illness had mitten 
their desires. Outside one gate there was an cnonnous pair of 
iron shoes, a huge walking stick and pikestaff, given many years 
ago by one who was cured of illness upon visiting the temple. 
Deep below in the ravine beside the temple a shallow pool, 
surrounded by stonework, is fed by a pipe through which water 
flows continuously from the mountain. Here the faithful make 
their obeisance to Buddha, then stand under the flowing water 
to have their sins washed away. 

One of the Japanese officials at Kyoto said: “My people arc 
more primitive in their religion than Christians. It is not a part 
of their daily life. It is not even a set of morals or ethics com¬ 
parable to those upon which your religion is based. 7 b the 
Japanese, his religion is principally a means of appealing for 
divine help or of seeking repose from the turmoil of the 
world.” 

Since Kyoto is also a textile center, we drove to the out¬ 
skirts of the city to see the factories that produce the beautiful 
brocades for which Japan is famous. Many of the employees 
work at what appear to be ordinary hand-operated looms; but 
those who make the finest brocades do all their work by finger¬ 
nail weaving. Their nails arc allowed to grow far beyond their 
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usual length and become so coarse and strong that they can 
pull the colored threads through the back of the cloth, forming 
the beautiful patterns of Japan’s most famous products. Men 
and women work in accordance with their skills and all are paid 
by a complicated piecework system. One girl of nineteen who 
had been working there since she was twelve was earning 30,000 
yen a month, or about eighty dollars, the highest pay I 
heard of for any worker in all Japan. Tlic average earnings 
of the skilled workers in the factory were about forty dollars a 
month. 

At the low extreme of wages in Japan was the seven dollars 
a month canied by the girls in the silk factories near Ogishima 
village, where the silkworm cocoons arc transformed in one 
continuous process into bales of silk, ready for shipment. 

Tlic low wages of the girls at the factory seemed shocking 
at first but turned out to be not quite as bad as they seemed, 
llie girls live in comfortable dormitories at the factory, where 
they arc provided with all their meals and their health is cared 
for in a private clinic. In a revealing comment on the Japanese 
educational approach, the president of the company observed 
witli pride, “We also have a private school where our girls 
study flower arrangement, tea ceremony, dressmaking, and 
other subjects useful to them when they marry and establish 
their own homes.” By this process the girls’ social standing is 
elevated and their chances of making a good marriage are 
greatly improved. Living in the factory dormitories gives the 
girls little opportunity to meet young men but, it w'as pointed 
out, that is of minor significance because marriages arc ar¬ 
ranged by their parents auYf/ay. By the time they are nineteen 
or twenty they arc out of the factory and married, adding to 
the burgeoning population of Japan. 

Tlie curiosity of the Japanese workers is limited by long 
tradition. Tlicy never looked up at the visiting party in any of 
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the factories I visited. By the same token, every machine and 
loom must have been idle when we left because the windows 
were crowded with men and women solemnly gazing at the 
departing guests. 

In most Japanese factories men and women work side by 
side, often at the same job. Elsewhere women barbers are tlic 
rule and little girls do tlic shoe shining in the streets; fre¬ 
quently the women do the harder physical work, both in Japan 
and throughout the whole Orient. Only in the steel mills and 
the shipyards were all of the factory workers men. 

I had originally thought it would be inappropriate to go to 
Hiroshima because I felt that if I did it might look as though 
Americans were coming to view the misery they had created. 
So I had declined cabled invitations from the mayor and or¬ 
ganizations of Hiroshima before 1 left Albany. In Japan, I 
found to my surprise that they were genuinely eager to have 
me come, and upon my arrival at Hiroshima 1 learned the rea¬ 
son; the people of the city have dedicated it to the “com¬ 
memoration of peace.” 

Jouncing along narrow, rutted roads from the airport 
through village after village, the suburbs of Hiroshima seemed 
to be quite normal; but as we got into the outskirts of the city 
evidence of the bombing became increasingly apparent. Whole 
areas were still as flat and empty as a farm field, while in others 
a considerable amount of rebuilding had been done. Even the 
rebuilding, however, could not conceal the picture of utter 
desolation Hiroshima still presents. Near the City Hall the 
city has built a “Memorial to Peace” w'hich includes in a space 
about fifteen feet square an exact replica in miniature of the 
devastation. Since that square docs not represent the whole 
area of damage, there is painted on the sides a continuation of 
the scene of horror and destruction. Nothing—absolutely noth- 
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ing—snn'ivcd in the center of the city except eleven steel and 
concrete buildings and some tombstones. 

On August 6, 1945, at 8:15 a.m. a pale flash startled the 
citizens of Hiroshima, accompanied by the sound of a slight 
explosion about a mile above the exact center of the city. For 
a few seconds a small speck was observed falling rapidly, leav¬ 
ing a red column of fire behind it. At a height of about six 
hundred yards it exploded with a terrific blast, radiating a 
reddish-blue glare and intense heat rays. Tire sudden pressure 
of the explosion created a violent wind which carried tons of 
debris high into the air only to dump it onto the northern 
sector of the city a few moments later. The original estimates 
of So,000 killed gave no picture of the monstrous horror that 
followed. 

Later study indicated that this estimate took no account of 
the armed forces or visitors in the city. The best estimate today 
is that more than 260,000 were killed or died of injuries. At 
least 250,000 more were injured. 

I'ifty-fivc thousand buildings were completely destroyed; 
another thirteen thousand were partially destroyed. Within a 
mile the destruction was total except for the eleven steel and 
concrete buildings. As far as three miles from the center of the 
blast destruction was sixty per cent complete. All this was the 
result of a primitive, early type of atomic bomb whose ex¬ 
plosive power has since been far exceeded. In a little cemetery 
right back of the Peace Memorial, beside the Ota River at 
the center of the burst, even the granite tombstones showed 
melted surfaces. Yet despite the intense heat and the violence 
of the explosion, people survived in concrete buildings within 
less than a half mile. 

Tlie horror was compounded when a typhoon hit Japan not 
long after the explosion of the bomb, piling its misery and 
damage onto the stricken city; floods swept the area, impeding 
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rescue work and adding heavily to the casualties; thousands 
more died of typhoid fever and dysentery as a result of con¬ 
tamination of all water supplies. Six years later Hiroshima was 
still struggling to its feet. 

A large crowd was gathered as we arrived at City Hall and I 
finally believed that this visit to Hiroshima was really regarded 
as a good-will tour. In his little speech of welcome the mayor 
said: “We want the people of the world to sec our Peace 
Memorial and be warned of the awful consequences of war. 
lire people of Hiroshima have accepted the bombing as an 
incident of war but because of the terrible nature of the atom 
Ijomb we are the leading exhibit in the world for peace.” 

Entering the battered Hiroshima City Hall, we walked up 
to the roof, where the mayor had laid out on a table the plans 
for the new and beautiful city which is to rise from the ruins. 
The main street, which used to be narrow and winding, is to 
become 330 feet wide, a beautiful boulevard as well as a fire 
brake; other narrow, crooked streets arc to be wide and 
straight; the “Peace City” which aspires to be a Mecca for 
lovers of peace is to be modern and beautiful too. Wniatcvcr 
its coming role, it is certain that the destruction of Hiroshima 
did save countless lives which would have been lost on both 
sides if the war had ground on through the invasion and con¬ 
quest of Japan. 

Valuable research will come from Hiroshima as the result of 
a project set up by Secretary of Defense James Forrcstal in 
1946 to study the medical condition of people exposed to 
atomic radiation. Dr. Plilleboe, who stayed over to examine the 
project, reported that research has already shown that cataracts 
are forming more frequently on the eyes of children who were 
exposed to the gamma rays; there is some evidence that 
leukemia is more frequent among adults who were exposed; 
studies in genetics and of children bom to mothers who were 
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exposed are expected to produce valuable information about 
the effects of atomic radiation. 

Some baffling social problems have been presented to the 
Atomic Bomb Casualty Commission by the poverty of the 
Japanese and its complex relationship to their sense of per¬ 
sonal dignity and pride. To carry out scientific studies the 
surviving people who were exposed to atomic radiation must 
have periodic checkups. Tlic difficulty was that the patients 
could not accept pay for coming for the checkups or they 
would lose face; but by coming they would lose a day^s wages 
and then there would be no money to buv rice for the next 
day. The margin of existence in Japan is as slender as that. 

A young American-educated Japanese came up with the 
solution: they should arrange to pay a sum for ''carfare'' 
which would be equivalent to a day's wages. Tlicn tlie patients 
could save the money by walking to the dispensary and home 
again; they would also save face because they had accepted no 
pay for coming to the clinic; still they would have the price of 
tomorrow's rice. 

I'hc commission faced an even more delicate task in arrang¬ 
ing post-mortem examinations of deceased persons who had 
been exposed to the atom bomb. I’o learn the long-range 
effects of radiation it is imperative to examine bone marrow 
and also specimens of the liver, spleen, and other parts of the 
body. But no Japanese could possibly accept money for allow¬ 
ing the body of a deceased member of his family to be ex¬ 
amined. Careful inquiry disclosed, however, that it would be 
entirely proper for the bereaved family to accept a gift which 
would help pay for the cremation, funeral, and burial feasts. 
By accepting the gift of the commission for these expenses, the 
family could avoid going into debt and at the same time suffer 
no loss of face. Co-operation has been quite satisfactory since 
this arrangement was worked out 
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It rained hard the night we spent in Osaka and we came out 
the next morning to see dramatized almost all of Japan’s criti¬ 
cal problems other than food: the desperate shortage of capital, 
raw materials, and power, and the equally desperate need for 
flood control. By morning six inches of rain had fallen and it 
was still raining during the short drive from Osaka to Kobe. As 
we drove over a Kobe bridge an ugly brovra torrent was tum¬ 
bling, pouring, foaming under the bridge and down the stone¬ 
walled river. It was such a terrifying sight that I asked someone 
to halt the procession of cars so we could got out to sec it. Both 
the mayor of Kobe and the governor of the province had been 
out on flood duty all morning. As we stood watching the wild 
spectacle they told us that two bridges farther down the river 
were in danger and might go out any moment, that immense 
damage had been done in the country areas and that many 
people had been drowned. 

Mr. Nemoto, the Minister of Agriculture, is convinced that 
great flood-control programs are the only solution for two of 
Japan’s top-priority problems: floods and lack of power. Of 
course floods arc not a new problem for Japan. Nine hundred 
years ago the entire course of her greatest river was changed to 
lessen floods; today, after centuries of straggling against the 
annual inundations, they arc still one of Jajian’s most acute 
problems. Tlic war made them worse, nic shortage of fuel was 
so great that freezing people chopped down every tree within 
walking distance, denuding many of the forests which normally 
retained the rainfall. Thousands of lives are lost and millions 
of acres of rice land are flooded out each year; the resulting loss 
of ten to fifteen per cent of their basic food is an annual trag¬ 
edy to an underfed people. 

The lack of power is equally acute. In Tokyo the streets at 
night give the impression of a brownout because so little power 
is used for lighting them; the great shipyards at Kobe arc shut 
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down at least one day a week for lack of power. Tlie Dicta¬ 
phone machine which I carried along for letters and making 
notes ran down several times because the current was not 
strong enough to operate it. In all fairness, however, I should 
mention that this also happened in Indonesia, Australia, New 
Zealand, and clsew’herc. 

American electrical engineers were horrified to find, when 
tlicy surveyed the distribution of electric power in Tokyo, that 
there were no meters on houses. Tlicy were advised that the 
system had always been for the householders to pay a standard 
amount for a stipulated amount of current. Evcrj'body knows, 
of course, that each householder who has a connection lets a 
few of his neighbors tap his power line to light their ovra 
homes, for which they pay him a small amount. Tlic Ameri¬ 
cans naturally insisted that meters should be installed. The 
power company officials said that was ridiculous and impos¬ 
sible, arguing: “We can’t possibly afford the great capital costs 
for hundreds of thousands of electric meters, to say nothing of 
the cost of installing, maintaining, and inspecting them. We 
certainly couldn’t afford the great cost of hiring an army of 
meter readers. If we did, the meter readers W’ould be underpaid 
so they would make private deals with the householders and 
put in false reports. Tlicn we would have to hire another force 
to check on the men who read the meters.” 

As if that were not enough, they argued that the ingenious 
Japanese would install “jumpers” so that the meters would be 
by-passed and the householder would sell electricity to his 
neighbor just as before. “ITicrcfore,” said the company offi¬ 
cials, “why go through all this and spend all this money when 
we have a perfectly satisfactory way of doing business now?” 

Hie American engineers gave up. Tlicy had learned Lesson 
Number One in foreign affairs: that it is difficult and unwise 
to try to make the rest of the world over in our image. 
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At Kobe the power shortage was dramatized still further. In 
the midst of a driving rain we transferred to a launch and rode 
across the beautiful harbor to the Kobe Shipyard and Engine 
Works. Tliis company has been building fine .ships for fifty 
years: a io,ooo-ton freighter was on the ways while we were 
there, about ready to be launched. Tlie management is pro¬ 
gressive and the shipyard, as well as the great steel mills we 
visited later, seemed to my inexpert eyes to be models of 
efficiency. With every passing hout I could sec more forcibly 
than ever why Japan’s productive capacity is a prime object of 
Stalin’s desire. 

During the war the Japanese suffered the loss of 6,000,000 
out of their 7,000,000 tons of merchant shipping, principally as 
the result of our American action in one of the most brilliant 
naval wars in history'. Of all their losses this was perhaps the 
heaviest blow to the Japanese economy. Before the war their 
merchant marine traveled the seven .seas, carrying much of the 
goods of the world, earning dollars, pounds, lire, and francs 
wiih which to buy the rice and raw materials Japan had to 
have to live. Now they have not only lost all of these earn¬ 
ings but they must pay foreign shippers’ prices, entirely be¬ 
yond their purse, to get the raw materials they need for their 
factories. 

If they could find the capital, if they could get the raw mate¬ 
rials, and if they could get the power to operate their shipyards, 
the Japanese believe they could reirlace their lost shipping in 
twenty-five years. But they do not know how they will get the 
capital, the raw materials, or the power. 

Some months after I arrived home, Mr. S. Murakami of the 
Kobe Shipyard called on me in Albany to deliver some photo- 
grajjhs of my visit sent by the president of the company. He 
reported that conditions had worsened since I was there so 
that even on the four days a week the shipyards were allowed 
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to operate they had to shut down part of every day. With daily 
production reduced forty or fifty per cent, he was not only 
worried about the effect on his company and his country; he 
was worried about the distress this reduction caused the men, 
whose earnings were sharply reduced. “They just can’t earn 
enough to keep their families together under these conditions,” 
he said. “Men will turn to the unknown evils of Communism 
to escape the known evils of hunger if wc can’t get more power 
to keep the yards going.” 

One of the most controversial acts of the Occupation has 
been the destruction of the Zaibatsu, the big business cartels. 
Actually the Japanese cartel was much different from the type 
with which wc are familiar in Europe. The European cartel 
is horizontal, involving an agreement to control production 
and ])riccs between producers of a given type of product such 
as steel, chemicals, agricultural machinery, or perfume. By 
contrast, the common form of Japanese cartel was a vertical 
trust integrating into one organization all phases of production 
of a variety of products from the raw materials at the mines 
to the smelters, the manufacturers, proccsscrs, retailers and 
marketers, including the necc.ssary banking and financial in¬ 
stitutions. Tlicsc vertical trusts in Japan were tightly controlled 
within themselves but unlike the European cartels, they com¬ 
peted fiercely with each otlier in their sales both at home and 
abroad. 

In Japan the cartel was created not to stifle competition and 
fix prices but for efficiency and to save raw materials. Many 
businc.ssmcn in Japan spoke to me in utter horror at the idea 
that new businesses could be started by anybody with the 
gumption to undertake one. As one man said: “Why, under 
this system anybody can go out and form a company and sell 
goods whether they’re needed or not. He can use raw materials 
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that are necessary for other purposes. If this went very far it 
could destroy the stability of the whole nation.” 

Tlic basic idea of genuine, free competition in mass produc¬ 
tion of goods at the lowest possible price, which has made 
America tower over the rest of the world, is still little known 
or accepted in cither Japan or Europe. 

I was in the company of Mr. Hisato Ichimada, the governor 
of the Bank of Japan, a number of times. Both at his home 
and elsewhere, whenever I raised the subject of meeting the 
shortage of capital, all eyes turned to Mr. Ichimada. “He will 
liavc to solve that for us,” they said. But he has no solution 
either. Even the heads of government banks cannot create 
capital except by jirinting-jjress money, which wipes out by 
inflation the same amount of capital it creates. Capital must 
come from the savings of the people and savings in Japan arc 
almost impossible to achieve. 

Tlie average earnings of workers in Japan today are about 
10,000 yen or $28 a month. In four different prefectures I 
found that also to be the average salary of all government em¬ 
ployees, other tlian top executives. Married employees with 
children are paid slightly more and those without dependents 
slightly less. The engineer who drove our train to Kobe in such 
masterly fashion gets 7200 yen or $20 a month; he is probably 
single and would get a little more if he had a family. A good 
stenographer gets about 8000 yen, or $22, a top-flight stenog¬ 
rapher might get as much as $28 a month. In the steel mills 
the skilled workers make as much as 15,000 or 16,000 yen or 
$44 a month. These are top earnings in Japan with a few 
exceptions. 

According to my own inquiries, it costs about 50 yen per per¬ 
son or 200 yen a day to buy rice for each member of a family 
of four. Adding a bit of fish and one or two vegetables would 
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bring the total cost of an average, meager diet to about 8o yen 
a day per person or 520 yen for the family. 'Fliat is nearly $27 
a montli, which is just under the average pay of the emj)loyed 
workers of Japan, lliat is why gardens arc found in every square 
foot of tillable soil around homes. It is also why more than one 
member of almost evcr\' family works. 

Even members of the Diet and governors of prefectures arc 
paid only $150 a month; some of the governors are provided 
with residences, some not. Tlic earnings of the most successful 
business executives arc but little more. One of the dubious 
blessings we have conferred upon Japan is heavy corporate taxa¬ 
tion and heavily progressive income taxes, almost as bad as 
our own, and all earnings which could become capital savings 
arc soaked up by the govemment. From such earnings it will 
be hard to find the capital Japan needs to rebuild her shipping 
and her bombed-out factories. 

Never far from exhaustion of their food supplies, and with 
never quite enough of anything, the Japanese people seemed 
to me cheerful, hard-working, and clear-thinking on most 
issues, 'lliey saw their life's savings waped out by the dreadful 
postw^ar inflation; prices arc high and earnings low’; they arc 
still terribly short of housing. Despite all their difficulties, how- 
ev^er, they have great inherent strength. 

By our standards, their houses would be intolerable in win¬ 
ter. llicy are constructed of the thinnest wood, with sliding, 
paper window^s. The average Japanese family with their thin 
clothes must be thoroughly miserable, with the temperature 
often below freezing and occasionally down to zero. ITicy 
huddle around a tiny brazier fed by a bit of charcoal or what¬ 
ever w’ood can be found. The whole family sleeps close together 
on the floor around the little stove with a degree of intimacy 
and infonnality which would be quite unusual in America. I 
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repeatedly asked how they kept warm in winter. Tlic simplest 
answer was from an American: “'Ihey don’t.” 

While far superior to many Asian nations, the health stand¬ 
ards in Japan are, also, much below our own. Tlic greatest 
cause of death in Japan is tuberculosis, which in 1950 killed 
145 people out of every hundred thousand. By contrast, the 
New York State death rate is 19 per hundred thousand or one 
eighth that of Japan. 

Treatment of tuberculosis in Japan is particularly difficult 
because of the serious social implications. Japanese do not 
hesitate to discuss venereal di.scascs and report them officially; 
but there is a taboo on the subject of tuberculosis, principally 
because it affects the marriageability of 3’oung women. Mar¬ 
riages arc usually arranged by parents and the first question 
asked by the parents of the young man is whether the girl has 
tuberculosis. She may have venereal disease or other defects 
and the marriage may nevertheless be consummated; but if 
she has tuberculosis her chances of marriage arc almost nil. 

Dr. Millcboc reported one .sad example: A doctor had a 
young sister with tuberculosis, for whom he wanted to get 
streptomycin. He went to the I’okyo Office of the American 
Medical Services and explained that he wanted the drug for 
his sister, llie doctor in charge rejdicd that, under the rules, 
he should report her as an active case of tuberculosis. Tlie 
5'oung doctor rcjrlicd that his sister did not have tuberculosis, 
only a lung inflammation, and refused to bring in an X ray. 
Despite the fact that his own sister was involved and the 
streptomycin might have cured her, he wnlked out, preferring 
to tr\' to get it on the black market rather than to file the report 
which would end her chances of marriage. 

Surprisingly enough, vascular lesions of the central nervous 
system such as apoplexy are the second cause of death among 
the highly sensitive Japanese people. Down in third place are 
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the enteric diseases, including typhoid and dysentery which are 
so dangerous to Westerners but to which Asians develop a 
degree of immunity. There is little problem of narcotic addic¬ 
tion, Dr. Hillcboc found, except in a Korean colony around 
Osaka. 

In the face of their handicaps, the population of Japan is 
going through the roof. In 1950 there were 2,300,000 births 
wth only 909,000 deaths. Tliis means that there is an excess 
of birtlis over deaths of 1,500,000 people a year. At this rate 
Japan’s population will have risen from 70,000,000 in 1941 to 
100,000,000 by 1963. 

For years I have puzzled over the basic reason for the .shift 
of Japan from the side of freedom in World War I to that of 
the Axis in World War II. Hie rise of Mussolini from the 
ruins of World War I in Italy was an obvious explanation for 
the Italian shift; but no such single event explained what 
happened in Japan. Her growing population and barren, little 
islands had made her hungry; her aggressive seizure of terri- 
tor\' in Manchuria had strained relations between Japan and 
the United States; her attack on China in 1937 and the long 
histoiy" of increasing diplomatic strain were all part of the 
picture but did not adequately explain the successful rise of 
an aggressive totalitarian clique hostile to the United States 
but friendly to Germany. I learned one new answer in Japan. 
Following World War I, the Japanese, in continuing their 
rapid industrialization, were in great need of technical help, 
exchange of patents, and friendly business guidance and co¬ 
operation. 'lliey found an America completely absorbed with 
its own problems, busy and prosperous; they found Germany 
beaten, in need of friends and hungry for markets. Moreover, 
free-enterprise business in America between the two wars was 
under constant and increasing political attack in connection 
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with any agreements made with businessmen in foreign coun¬ 
tries, and all such agreements ran the risk of indictment for 
violation of the anti-trust laws; in addition the State Depart¬ 
ment maintained its historic aloofness from business and its 
traditional lack of interest in developing y\mcrican markets 
abroad, a policy which has not even been changed since World 
War II. 

On the other hand, both the government and the business¬ 
men of Germany were searching the world for partners and 
markets; after tlic rise of Hitler this search was intensified 
under the direction and, indeed, the coTitrol of the Nazi gov¬ 
ernment and its entire di])lomatic corps. The inevitable result 
was that Japan found the friendly help she needed for her own 
development in Hitler’s Gennany, with all of the catastrophic 
results we have since seen. 

One Japanese electrical manufacturer told me that he had 
been in America not long before, hoping to re-establish and 
develop an old relationship with the General Electric Gom- 
pany, both in his own behalf and for the benefit of his country. 
He came home a sadder and wiser man; General Electric had 
advised him that they felt compelled to avoid all such foreign 
contracts for the use of patents and tcclmical developments 
for fear of anti-trust indictments, at least until the law had been 
clarihed as the result of pending trials on several indictments 
which had already been handed up. It seemed to me that our 
foreign policy and onr domestic policy w'crc once again work¬ 
ing cxaclly at cross-purposes. I thought how valuable it would 
be if we had a government in America competent to make all 
of our policies work together in the interest of peace and the 
development of our trade relations. 

For centuries it has been said that “Peace follows trade”; 
recent history has once more demonstrated that ancient truth 
dramatically and tragically. We should not relax our anti-trust 
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vigilance; we should increase it; but what we really need to 
do is rewrite the law so that cverj^one can understand it and 
then see that it maintains real competition in America while 
serving the interests of our people and our diplomacy in the 
free world abroad. 

Tlie cultural bars between America and Asia arc as numerous 
as the business bars, dlic Soviet Union not only suffers none 
of the handicaps under wliich we struggle in a business way, 
they have also outstripped us overwhelmingly in their cultural 
penetration into the free world. Traveling Soviet ballets, or¬ 
chestras, singers, and artists, as well as every form of Soviet 
literature, arc turning up all over the world in huge quantities. 
Much of the music and art is entirely unaccompanied by propa¬ 
ganda but it is plainly the most powerful propaganda of all. 
For us to compete with the Soviet in eultural propaganda 
would probably cost billions; but as I noted the total absence 
of any sign of American culture in the Pacific it seemed to me 
that our defeat in the struggle for the minds of people in this 
one area alone was so decisive as to require a complete over¬ 
hauling of our attitude and approach. 

Of course an occasional baseball team or boxer makes a 
triumphant tour of Japan for profit and docs some good; 
American movies and magazines circulate in the Pacific. But 
more often than not they deal with the ugliest aspect of 
American life, frequently exaggerating our defects for purposes 
of sensationalism or entertainment. 

Concerning our relations with our Pacific friends, as well as 
with all other countries, I received from an agronomist, one of 
the leading educators of Japan, a bit of advice which struck 
me as fundamental. We were talking at the Cabinet reception 
about America’s still budding effort to provide real technical 
help to the nations of Asia. In the nicest possible way he said 
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quietly, “I do hope that in your Point Four Program when 
you start sending teehnieians you will send good ones. One 
good man is worth a dozen poor ones and I hope you will send 
only your best.” Another professor joined in with a smile, 
saying, “Fliere is an old Japanese proverb that one lion is 
worth a hundred sheep.” He did not say that he had seen too 
many examples of Ameriea sending abroad those who were 
failures at home. We eaeh understood what he meant. At the 
top we usually have able people; from there dowoi, particularly 
in EGA and the U. S. Information Service, they arc too often 
unfortunate fellows who couldn’t hold a job at home. Probably 
a more generous pay scale and a more widesj^rcad understand¬ 
ing of the importance of their services to the welfare of 
America would help more than anything else in attracting and 
holding imaginative and able men. 

In almost every country I visited except Japan I found the 
ugly trail of damage done to our diplomatic service by un¬ 
founded or ignorant criticism at home. A classic example was 
one case where the Ambassador, in the usual way, had filed 
a report with the State Department on the results of a visit 
by a traveling United States senator. As a member of a com¬ 
mittee inx'estigating something else, the senator later demanded 
of the State Department, under power of subpoena, the file 
concerning his visit to that country; despite their confidential 
nature, the State Department felt compelled to surrender the 
reports and waited for the explosion when the senator read a 
fair and dispassionate report of what he had done. ITie explo¬ 
sion never came. After holding the report two weeks, the sena¬ 
tor quietly returned it without ever making it public; but the 
fact that he had demanded and read the report went all 
through the service. 

On many other occasions, old, confidential reports have been 
dragged out and exposed to public inspection. The insecurity 
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resulting from such exposure of confidential reports has swept 
through our whole foreign service. Men who entered the 
service under Wilson, Harding, Coolidge, and Hoover, as well 
as more recent appointees, all expressed the same opinion: ^'If 
we are going to be held up to public scorn for our judgments 
ten or fifteen years after they were made, in tlie light of chang¬ 
ing events, we simply will not stick our necks out. We arc 
willing to file our honest opinions and truthful reports and 
take our chances with changing administrations of the State 
Department if our opinions seem wTong in the light of later 
events; but if evciy tliing we say in the exercise of honest judg¬ 
ment is going to be held up to hostile criticism as a result of 
personal pique on the part of individual senators or congress¬ 
men or as a result of conditions which have long since changed, 
wc simply won’t take the chance.^’ 

One particularly able and experienced man summarized the 
view of many: ''In the light of what has happened in the last 
few years, from now on I am going to report nothing but 
simple obvious facts and not risk losing my job or my reputa¬ 
tion. ril keep my judgments and opinions to myself.’’ It will 
be a long time before the United States again gets the full 
benefit of the advice and opinion of the really able men in the 
career service, who will need much reassurance before they 
resume the filing of re])orts which reflect their honest opinions 
on political trends abroad, social and economic conditions, and 
the impact made by visiting firemen. 

Above all the strife and confusion of the moment there 
remains in the background, in Japan, the still mystic figure of 
the Emperor. As Ambassador Sebald and I drove up to the 
Imperial Palace in the heart of Tokyo, I realized for the first 
time that the great moats and walls which surround it no 
longer have any significance. A wide highway runs right 
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through the middle of the palace grounds and at lunchtime 
thousands of Japanese office employees stroll along the high¬ 
way, sitting, lying, and sunning themselves on the spacious 
lawns. Turning off the highway, we soon encountered an inner 
wall whose gates were guarded by two policemen. Since no one 
was admitted to the palace except upon written authorization 
of the Occupation, our credentials were carefully studied by 
an attendant at the gate who then got up beside the chauffeur 
and drove in with us. 

Because the main palace was destroyed by American bomb¬ 
ing during the war we saw the Emix-ror in one section of the 
Imperial Household’s office building. We W'cre met at the 
entrance and taken up a flight of stairs, down many corridors, 
by many doors through which shirt-sleeved clerks could be seen 
at work. We finally entered a stately room where wc were met 
by the two senior members of the Imperial Household. We 
chatted briefly in English for a few minutes and then pro¬ 
ceeded down another long corridor to a slightly smaller room 
furnished in excellent taste and with fine Japanese paintings 
on the walls. On tlic way I was courteously reminded that since 
the Emperor could have no influence in politics our conversa¬ 
tion would, of course, be completely confidential. 'T understand 
entirely,” I replied. “TTiat is also the custom in our country 
with visits to the I’rcsidcnt or a governor. Tire only trouble 
is that some people don’t respect the custom, but they usually 
don’t get in a second time.” 

Tlie Emperor entered the room almost immediately, shook 
hands cordially, and we sat down to talk through an inter¬ 
preter. He was dressed in a dark suit with a white .shirt and a 
casually loose tic, and peered at the world with half-closed 
eyes through thick-lcnsed glasses. Sitting straight in his chair, 
he spoke in a low soft voice. Wliile discussing foreign affairs 
Hirohito seemed under considerable strain; but it all disap 
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pcarccl after a few minutes when he introduced the subject of 
fanning. He was a different man, relaxed and completely 
absorbed in a conversation about comparative Japanese and 
American farming methods. Obviously the Emperor knew I 
was much interested in agriculture; but I wondered how he 
knew in detail of my visits to Japanese farms the dav before. 
Later when we went from the palace to Premier Yoshida's 
Cabinet reception I learned from the Minister of Agriculture 
that he had provided the Emperor with a full memorandum 
on our farm visits the night before. Ilirohito docs his home¬ 
work. 

I was also interested to discover that he understands English. 
During our long farm conversation he seemed to be enjoying 
it, laughing a number of times—not at the end of the inter¬ 
preter’s translation but while I was speaking. I gatbered that 
though he thoroughly understands English he speaks only in 
Japanese to be sure, because of his position, that there is no 
misunderstanding. 

After ten da}’S in Japan and an hour’s visit with the Emperor 
I do not pretend to be an authority on the Japanese monarchy. 
But some things arc clear: Ilirohito has been through a period 
of dreadful strain; he saw his country launched on a disastrous, 
losing war wliieli he had opposed; after the war both the Rus¬ 
sians and left-wing groups all over the world demanded that 
he be executed as a war criminal. Ihc tension grew as the 
War Crimes Commission wended its way through testimony 
and prepared its report. When the report finally appeared, it 
established that Ilirohito was in no way responsible for the 
war, that he had held out against war to the bitter end and to 
the limit of his influence. 

After the Japanese surrender the Emperor took every pos¬ 
sible action to make it clear to the people that he fully sup¬ 
ported the program of the Occupation, including the funda- 
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mental change rroin theoretical absolute pov^^cr in the Crown 
to a limited, constitutional monarchy. ITc publicly renounced 
all divine powders and acquiesced in tlie abolition of govern¬ 
ment support of tlic Sliiiito religion. 

Tlic truth is tliat I lirohito is not by nature a politician at all; 
by natural bent and choice, he is an amateur biologist. lie 
spends all the time he can spare in biological studies and is 
the author of a respected two-volnmc work on the flora and 
fauna of Tokyo Bay. He personally tends a small garden of his 
own on tlie palace grounds and greatly enjoys the annual cere¬ 
monial rice planting when tradition requires him to go into 
the fields and transplant the first shoots of rice. 

While the Isinpcror has been preserved as chief of state, 
though with limited powers, other members of the imperial 
family have not fared as well. For example, the stately resi¬ 
dences of both the Foreign Minister and the governor of 
'Fokyo are owned by Japanese princes, llic princes no longer 
receive any income from the government, so they rent their 
houses to the government and live themselves in the gardeners' 
cottages on the edge of their own grounds. 

At the end of the war the Communists came out into 
tlie open, expecting to share Occupation ])owcts. Their plans 
were all laid to make political capital during the confusion 
which followed the end of wartime controls and the disappear¬ 
ance of a native government, before the Occupation had be¬ 
come fully organized. Violence reigned in many areas. On one 
day alone 500,000 people gathered on the palace grounds to 
listen to savage and inflammator)^ speeches indirectly aimed at 
the Emperor. Mirohito could sec from his window thousands 
of red flags bearing the hammer and sickle as orators incited 
the people to riot. 

It appeared necessary to the Imperial Household for the 
Emperor to show himself in public and it was decided to ac- 
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cept an invitation to visit Yokohama. Because the gravest fears 
were expressed for his safety, every effort was made to get 
adequate police protection, but in those days practically none 
was available. Despite the risks, the Emperor drove through 
the streets of Tokyo, then through the countiy'side to Yoko¬ 
hama, with little or no escort. lie was met by milling thou¬ 
sands on the streets; but they were friendly thousands and not 
a single incident occurred. Ilis personal courage left a deep 
impression on the whole nation. 

Over the centuries the power and influence of the Emperor 
have waxed and waned. During some periods he has been all- 
powerful; during others he has been practically a captive. 'Ibis 
was particularly true during the dominance of the Shogun 
warlords and more recently in the period leading up to World 
War II. It is a strange contradiction that today at the end of 
a tcnible, losing war, stri]rped of all claims to divinity, the 
Emperor is in main’ ways more influential than before. I left 
Japan convinced that the Allied decision to retain the Emperor 
was wise. I believe, too, that the Crown will be a powerful force 
for a stable, free Japan. 

Despite the generally j^romising political picture, there are 
small but ugly clouds on the Japanese horizon. Some of the 
intellectuals c.xpressed real conccni. One university professor 
put it this way: “I’m w'orried by the presence of Communists 
in our teachers’ unions, lire Communist leadership has been 
pretty well driven out of the trade unions but in the teachers’ 
unions just a couple of Communists out of a hundred tend 
to dominate the other ninct)'-eight. Tire influence of the Com¬ 
munists in our educational .system is already great and after 
the treaty is signed I am afraid they will come out in the open. 
To my mind, the future is very doubtful.” 

A leading member of the judiciary expressed another fear. 



6i 


Japan 

He believes that if Japan is left alone she will have few 
Communist troubles. What he worries about is that after the 
treaty she may be foreecl to trade with Red Cliina. 'Ihc nceessh 
ties of trade will then, he fears, bring an ever increasing num¬ 
ber of Communists into the countr\^ in one guise or anotlier. 

Later a small incident occurred to confirm those warnings. 
On the occasion of the Emperor’s state visit to one of the 
great universities, 3000 students chose the occasion to demon¬ 
strate against '‘American imperialism,” getting so thoroughly 
out of hand that I liroliito was unable to leave his car; afterward 
tlie students protested tliat they had meant no discourtesy to 
the Emperor. But in prewar Japan such an incident would 
have been unthinkable. 

After nearly a century of intercourse with the Western 
world Japan remains today a strange mixture of influences and 
the Oeeupation’s attempt to impose y\merican ideas of democ¬ 
racy has produced some curious paradoxes. In the old days, for 
example, when runjors or charges of scandal were circulated 
against a government officer he was expected to resign to save 
face. Today, with governors and members of the Diet elected 
to regular terms, that would seem to be inappropriate. Not at 
all. If a rumor of scandal or corruption in the administration 
of a prefecture gains wide acceptance, tradition still requires 
that the governor resign. If he resigns, then he is in good stand¬ 
ing in the community and his reputation is entirely undam¬ 
aged. If he fails to resign, however, even though the rumors 
arc entirely false, he has lost face and his honor is impugned. 
Hiis practice has already lent itself to abuse by Communist 
and other minorities who have forced special elections to be 
held whcnc\’cr anyone circulated a rumor, however untrue. 

So far free elections ha\'c scrv^cd Japan well. Emancipation 
and equality of women has been established by law; men and 
women vote freely, secretly, and to tJic extraordinary extent 
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of ninety per cent of all eligible voters—far better than we do 
in America. Tlie results have been good, too. I met often with 
the leaders of the Diet, the Cabinet, and with many of the 
governors of tlic prefectures. Most of tlicse men appeared to 
me to be well educated and superior pul^lic servants; there arc 
few signs that dcmagoguciy^ has yet produced the flotsam who 
often turn up in elections elsewhere. 

Hus does not mean that Japan has solved all of her govern¬ 
mental problems; many of them arc just beginning. One real 
handicap is that the people of Japan, like others in the world, 
concentrate almost wholly on their own problems. Despite 
the clear and pressing danger of Sov'ict aggression, neither the 
Americans nor the Japanese have reached any clear under¬ 
standing as to the immediate course for Japan in her own 
defense. At Yalta we unhappily conceded the Japanese Kurile 
Islands to Russia. Ihc peace treaty did not confirm this con¬ 
cession, however, and Russia has no legal title to the islands. 
Regardless of legality, she has occupied them in force anyway; 
today Russian divisions stand just three miles away from the 
home island of Hokkaido. Surrounded on the northeast, tlic 
northwest, and the west, therefore, by Communist-held tem- 
tory, with no army, navy, or air force of her own, Japan will 
depend upon America for her defense for a long time to come. 

The Japanese would fiercely resist a Russian invasion to the 
limit of their capacity; but at the moment they have no capac¬ 
ity. One of the triumphs of the treaty is that it places no limita¬ 
tion on their armed forces and eventually they must rebuild 
their defenses. The difficulty is that there is little senti¬ 
ment in Japan for rearmament; even Premier Yoshida, with all 
his wisdom, is sufficiently pacifist to be unwilling to press for 
a minimum of defensive forces. 

Moreover, defeat has left Japan no money for rearmament. 
Only under the most drastic pressure from the Occupation did 
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the government balance the present limited budget, thereby 
temporarily stopping the currency inflation in 1951. No one 
has any idea where the money for a rearmament program 
would come from. 

The people themselves show real hostility to the military. 
How long this will last no one knows. One woman who lost 
two sons in the war summed up what will perhaps be the final 
Japanese decision: “I know how terrible rar is. I lost both of my 
sons. I do believe Japan will never again start a war and I know 
that we will have to have a new anny and navy if we arc going 
to prevent the Russians from attacking us. I guess we will have 
to build strong defenses and the sooner we do it the better.” 

One of the most pleasant aspects of my trip has been the 
correspondence with Japanese friends since my return. One 
letter from a friend in the Cabinet summarizes w'hat many 
have said: 

“I do hope you will tell the people of America of the prog¬ 
ress Japan is making in recover)' and in becoming thoroughly 
democratic. Please tell them, too, how elear it is that she will 
become a member of the family of peaceful nations for all time 
to come. Our countiy' will be a leader in freedom and in stop¬ 
ping Communism in this part of the world.” 

I believe those are the sentiments of the great majority of 
the people of Japan today. Tliey have the will to be free; 
whether they will have the economic strength to survive in 
freedom depends in large measure upon the wisdom of Ameri¬ 
can policy in Japan and to an even greater extent upon the 
future of Southeast Asia. 
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. . . the last act of the drama is yet to be unfolded . . . the 
people of America will, in some form or other, extend their 
dominion and their power , . . upon tlie eastern shores of 
Asia. And 1 think too, that eastward and southward will her 
great [Russian] rival . . . stretch forth her powxr to the 
coasts of China and Siam: and thus the Saxon and the Cos¬ 
sack will meet once more, in strife or in friendship, on another 
field. Will it be in friendship? I fear not! The antagonistic 
exponents of freedom and absolutism must thus meet at last, 
and then will be fought that mighty battle on which the 
world will look with breathless interest; for on its issue will 
depend the freedom or the slavery of the world. . . . 

Commodore M. C. Pcrr\\ USN^ 
speaking before the American 
Gcogniphical and Statistical 
Societyy March 6, iS^6 


It is i.kss than four hours’ flying time in a C-54 from Tokyo 
to Pusan, temporary capital of the Republic of South Korea. 
We took off from the Tachikawa air base on modern, concrete 
runways and landed at Pusan on one of the worst air strips I 
had ever seen. It was just a single strip of dirt and gravel. In 
war, such peacetime luxuries as cross-strips and concrete run¬ 
ways do not exist. The Air Force has to use whatever strip is 
available, and the pilots can’t bother about which way the 
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wind is blowing. Our transport plane slipped into that dusty 
strip in the face of a nasty cross-wind which virtually skidded 
the plane across the dirt and gravel runway. The landing and 
the runway w^ould have been unthinkable in the United States; 
it would have been rare in Japan; it is routine in Korea. 

I had originally hoped to go on directly from Pusan to head¬ 
quarters at Seoul but the American Ambassador to Korea, John 
J. Muccio, had insisted that I must take time out to make 
courtesy calls on the members of the government of the Re¬ 
public who were then at Pusan. Tliis suggestion was seconded 
by Ambassador Sebald, who urged that failure to make such a 
visit would cause hurt feelings, ''lliere is no government so 
proud and sensitive/' he pointed out, “as one which is in great 
trouble." He was right, of course, so when we landed at Pusan, 
Ambassador Muecio was awaiting us with a convoy of Ameri¬ 
can military cars. 

Each car was driven by a soldier with another sitting beside 
him in the front seat carrjing a Carand rifle or carbine. Even 
in Pusan, two hundred miles from the front, no one took any 
chances with the constant threat of Communist guerrillas. 
In order to preserv'c good relations with the South Koreans, the 
Army had arranged for a eonvo}^ bv Korean military police. Six 
jecploads of them, all heavily armed, preceded us while others 
brought up the rear. As the convoy moved aw’ay from the air¬ 
port it rolled up thick clouds of dust on the main highway over 
which our supplies arc moved. 

'Ihe stench that arose from the rice paddies as we drove into 
Pusan was almost indescribable. In the rural sections of Japan 
the cfl 3 uvia from the night soil on the rice fields often hangs 
like a fog over the countryside; but it is light and almost pleas¬ 
ant compared with the malodorous atmosphere around Pusan. 
It was hard to remember that this was our main supply base. 
Tlie mud huts and shacks, which grew closer together as we 
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neared the city, swarmed with poorly clad, ill-fed people. As 
we came into the winding streets of the city the shacks were 
packed closer together amid an atmosphere of disease and the 
terrible pressure of too many human beings in too little space. 
Even the few best squares in the heart of the city were jammed 
with Korean refugees and their children, all bearing on their 
faces and in their clothing the mark of the dreadful misery 
brought by war. 

The task of caring for the refugees is the greatest non¬ 
military problem in Korea. Before the w’ar the Republic of 
Korea had a population of 20,000,000 and North Korea 9,000,- 
000. With ever}' shifting tide of battle, more North Koreans 
sought refuge from the Communists and there are today an 
estimated 3,000,000 of North Korea’s 9,000,000 people wander¬ 
ing the roads and villages of South Korea, homeless, hungry, 
disease-ridden, and liopclc.ss. Today it is almost impossible to 
believe that Korea was once a beautiful and productive land, 
rich in coal, iron, gold, silver, copper, and other minerals, and 
before the war one of the great Ssh-exporting nations of the 
world. 

We found the President of the Republic, S} ngman Rhee, 
in a modest and rather shabby brick hou.se. President Rhee has 
spent half of his seventy-five years in exile, leading the move¬ 
ment for Korean independence, ever since his country' was 
incorporated into the Japanese Empire in 1910. It has been 
a long struggle and the burden of leadership following libera¬ 
tion of the southern half of his country' has taken a heavy toll. 
Having spent a lifetime to liberate the Korea of 1910, he found 
himself, at an advanced age, pathetically attempting to admin¬ 
ister the Korea of 19-p;, divided at the 38th Parallel into hostile 
zones and wath a people entirely inexperienced in self-govern¬ 
ment. The difficulties ha\’c been overvihclming and the war 
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has been a criisliing blow. President Rhcc and his Cabinet were 
utterly dismayed at the prospeet that the war might be settled 
on the :^Sth Parallel and their emotional revulsion was diffieult 
to deal with. They insisted that tliey would accc])t no settle¬ 
ment which docs not free and unite the whole country. Presi¬ 
dent Rhcc even said over and over again: "Give us llic arms 
and we will drive out the invaders ourselves.'' It was fruitless 
to point out that it took several hundred thousand United 
Nations troops and many casualties to drive the Reds back as 
far as tlicy are. Emotion completely overcomes reason. 

For some reason I had thought of Korea as just one vast and 
desolated battlefield. I had given little tliouglit to tlie actual 
functioning and existence of a government in Korea, during 
a war in whicli at one time the territory it controlled had been 
reduced to a tiny perimeter around Pusan. Yet the President 
and his Cabinet as well as the Korean National iXssenibly \^x:rc 
here and fimetioning. They had even called a special session of 
the Assembly this Sunday afternoon, expecting me to address 
them. But what could I sa\? Clearly, tlicy expected me to 
promise that their eountr}^ would be united, by force of arms 
if necessary. That I could not do. 

Neverlliclcss, I had to go and speak. \Vlicn wc arrived for 
the session, I found that the Assembly was meeting in the 
Pusan wrestling hall. At one end was a makeshift platfonn; 
in the center were a number of folding chairs, and behind a 
railing two thirds of the way back there must have been at 
least a thousand jx'ople jammed in, standing silently, looking 
through hungry eyes for hope, for promises, for anything I 
could give them, dhey reminded me of a crowxl of campaign 
workers on election night, hoping against hope that the vote 
would produce a landslide for tlicir candidates. It was a harrow¬ 
ing experience because I could give no reassurance to their 
obvious hopes. I did express my admiration for the Korean 
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people for their patience and courage, for tlic sacrifices of their 
soldiers, and for their determination to resist conquest by the 
Communist hordes of North Korea and Red China. Even 
though I did not make the promises they were so eager to 
accept from anyone, both the legislators and the people were 
pitifully cordial and they swarmed all over me at the conclu¬ 
sion, shaking my hand and thanking me for my visit. 

'Ihrough tlie clouds of dust and stench we went on one more 
sad mission—a visit to a United Nations cemetery on the out¬ 
skirts of the city. As we apjrroachcd it we saw in the distance 
the flags of all the United Nations taking part, side by side, in 
this effort to defend a helpless little Republic against aggres¬ 
sion. Just as we got out of the cars it started to rain and we 
passed in silence through the rows upon rows of white crosses 
to the American flag, where I placed a WTcath at the foot of 
the staff. It was deeply moving to walk between these rows of 
white crosses and Stars of David representing Americans who 
had died for the cause of freedom nine thousand miles from 
home on the soil of a country they had never seen before and 
of which few had even heard before the war. 

One section was impressively different. A white star and 
crescent marked the graves of the Turkish soldiers. Here in 
this ccmetciy' were the dead heroes of sixteen free nations who 
had fought together in battle to preserx'e the liberties of us 
all. In death, the soldiers of the United Nations were eternally 
united, the descendants of the Crusaders, the children of Israel, 
and the sons of the Prophet. 

During the hour-and-a-quartcr flight from Pusan to Seoul 
T got my first real look at the Korean countrj'sidc. Millions of 
words have been written about it but words cannot convey the 
tremendous difficulties our armed forces have faced in this 
battered, war-tom land. Tire entire country is desolate and 
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rugged, one valley and mountainside after another. Tlie valleys 
arc deep and broad; the mountains tower up at angles of forty- 
five degrees to a razorlike edge and then fall down again into 
the next valley. IPs the \vorst possible kind of military^ terrain 
and \’Ct our foot soldiers, supported by artillerj' and air powder, 
took ridge after ridge, valley after valley, as they drove the 
Communists north from the jocrimeter of Pusan to beyond the 
jStii Parallel, 

The terrible scars of w^ar w-ere everywhere. Scattered peasant 
liuts could be seen, but in valley after valley where villages 
had once flourished there was nothing left but semicircles of 
blackened earth. Surrounded by the ever present rice paddies, 
what used to be villages are now man-made deserts, set against 
the bases of the mountains. 

"Ilic area we flcwv over was infested by at least three bands of 
guerrillas who eoristantly attaeked our transport and supply 
lines. Lieutenant Galvin had a grand reunion wath his brother 
at Pusan, which General Ridgw^ay had kindly arranged, Tlic 
brother was an MP riding with supply trains and he reported 
constant guerrilla attacks which the MPs had to repel, often 
without the help of the Korean soldiers who also ride the trains. 
In addition, the Korean train crews were so casual about sched¬ 
ules that it often required stern action by the American soldiers 
to prevent the crews from stopping the trains periodically to 
go off and enjoy a meal with their relatives along the way. 

Seoul, the capital of the Republic of South Korea, had been 
captured and recaptured six times. As our plane circled the 
city before landing we were able to see miles and miles of 
what used to be a prosperous city with more than 1,000,000 
inhabitants. Berlin was the most seriously w^ounded city I had 
seen until then. In e(>mparison, Seoul w^as not wounded: it 
w^as dead. In many sections not a single house remained stand¬ 
ing. Even the great modem government buildings were hope^ 
lessly gutted. 
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Wliat remained of Seoul was a military encampment. Driv¬ 
ing in jeeps into tlic city, it seemed iTiipossible that any 
civilian could continue to live there. Nevertheless, about a 
hundred thousand had somehow managed to stay in the city 
through all the various occupations. Still another hundred 
thousand had slipped back in despite rigid orders from the 
Army against residents returning. So now two hundred thou¬ 
sand people were living in the cellars or in the rubble of shat¬ 
tered homes in a city w'ith no electric power, no water, no 
sewage disposal—nothing. Tlie American Army provides to 
what remains of the city government a daily supply of rice 
which is carefully distributed every morning among the peo¬ 
ple. 'Fliis rice is virtually the sole food supply of the two hun¬ 
dred thousand civilian jropulation of the city. 

Driving through Seoul to the headquarters of our Eighth 
Army we jxissed over pavements cratered by artillery fire and 
bombing, passing a few people sitting in front of what was 
left of homes or stores. One bombed-out square had been 
cleared of rubble and two or three hundred people sat around 
on the ground running the city’s only market. Tliey were the 
one sign of commerce in the ghost city as they sat there with 
a few vegetables, a little rice, or their own possessions spread 
out in front of them for barter or sale. 

The guesthouse was the former Japanese consul’s home, 
one of the few buildings undamaged by the war. Run by the 
Army, it was immaculate and my room adjoined a crude but 
entirely workable bath which w’as much needed at the end of 
our first day in Korea. As soon as I had cleaned up we were off 
to dinner wath General James A. Van Fleet and his staff. I had 
known the general when he was assigned to First Army Ifcad- 
quarters at Governors Island in New York after his historic con¬ 
tribution to the training of the army of Greece. He conceals 
tremendous drive and military' ability under an almost boyish 
smile and manner. Flis enthusiasm is infectious and I saw evi- 
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dcnce of his great leadership throughout my entire stay. He 
does not drive men. llicy follow him because they have faith 
in him. He is also a leading expert at training fighters in back¬ 
ward nations and his talents were never so sorely needed as in 
Korea. 

We went directly to dinner. Tliere were no cocktails. I saw 
no strong liquor of any kind during my whole stay with the 
Army. Maybe it was there but I saw only beer and none of 
that at headquarters. Tlicsc men are on duty twenty-four 
hours of the day, asleep or awake. Tlicy may be called upon 
at any moment to make decisions which affect the lives of their 
men and they take no chances on dulling their judgment. 
Dinner was identical with that serv^'d to tlie troops: soup, 
steak, two \'cgctablcs, cake, and coffee. From there we went 
to the regular nightly General Staff briefing on every detail 
of tlie fighting front and then to the Air Force briefing. After 
that the sore siilqect of Korea's ''Bed Check Charlie" came up, 
a nickname whicli was a hangover from World War II. 

Bed Check Charlie was an enemy aviator. No one knew his 
nationality and no one cared. They just wanted to get him, for 
Charlie was a nuisance. Every clear night for some months, a 
World War I type of airplane came over our lines just as our 
troops were getting some much-needed sleep. Evidently Char¬ 
lie knew evciy^ inch of the terrain, because he flew in so low that 
radar couldn't pick him up. He would fly in between the hills, 
reach an air strip or command post, kick or throw a small 
bomb out of his plane, and shoot off a pistol a few times. He 
never did much damage. But he did manage to ruin the sleep 
of a whole lot of men wherever he showed up. Tlie Army was 
getting fed up with Charlie and in the manner of foot soldiers 
the world over, they were saying some ver)^ unkind things about 
the Air Force. 

Tlie Air Force was furious and exasperated. Night fighters 
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of every kind had gone up after Charlie and even jet planes 
had entered the hunt; but our night fighters and partieularly 
the jets flew so fast that they never eould find him and his 
cighty-mile-an-hour jenny. As we were leaving. General Van 
Fleet himself announced with a straight face, “If they don’t 
get Charlie soon, I am going up on the top of this building and 
shoot him down with a pistol.” 

llicy finally got him. One night after I left, a bomber pilot 
spotted him and went after him. Tlic fast bomber had a rated 
landing speed of a hundred miles an hour but the pilot dropped 
all his wing flaps, throttled down his motors to a minimum, 
and somehow kept the plane in the air at ninety miles an hour. 
He came in behind Charlie, gave him one hurst, and that was 
the end of Charlie—he blew up in the air. I understand tliat 
evcr\ body sleeps better now and even the infantry gives credit 
to the Air Force. 

I had my first chance at these briefings to get the answer 
to one of the things I went to Korea to find out. Was it pos¬ 
sible that Chinese losses were ten to one o\’er ours? Was it a 
fact that our air victories over the Russian jet MlGs up to 
July 1951 were as overwhelming as reported? Careful study 
of documents after World War II showed that our successes 
both in the air and on the ground had been exaggerated. In 
the light of this evidence, many people sharply questioned the 
Korean figures. I thought it was important to learn the truth 
and, having spent some years of my life as a cross-examiner, I 
went to work. 

Tire figures of ground losses of the enemy are not mere 
speculations, as some have suggested. Tlrcy are eomputed by 
actually counting the bodies of the enemy dead and then by a 
careful estimate of the number the enemy may have been able 
to carry away of both dead and wounded. Air reconnaissance 
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often produces pictures indicating both the number of attack* 
iiig troops and their condition after battle. Commanding 
officers in the field arc required to sign estimates and set forth 
the basis on which they were made. Flic study is amazingly 
well done. Nevertheless, after the figures came into Fighth 
Army Headquarters, they were arbitrarily reduced, sometimes 
by as much as half, before being released to the press. I was 
satisfied when I finished that tlic figures on enemy casualties 
are carefully documented and conscrv^ativcly computed. But I 
still liad difficulty imagining how the Chinese and North 
Koreans could take losses running into half a million men and 
still stay in there fighting. With that lingering doubt in mind, 
I planned to search for more evidence in the countries I was 
to visit later and from the people who had been behind the 
Bamboo Curtain of Communist China in recent months. I 
heard reports of the greatest interest in h’ormosa, Hong Kong, 
and the Philippines. 

Tlie Air Force figures surprised me even more. Fighter 
planes arc equipped wath motion picture cameras attached to 
every gun. WFcn the gun starts shooting, the movie camera 
starts rolling automatically. No plane is reported damaged 
unless the movies, when developed, show a direct hit. No plane 
is reported shot down unless the movie camera records it or, if 
the guns stop firing before the plane falls, unless the report is 
confirmed by tw^o independent witnesses. After a careful exam¬ 
ination I was convinced that our Air Force reports of enemy 
planes shot down or damaged arc honest and reliable. TFis 
does not mean that every one of our own planes shot down is 
reported, at least at the time. We do not always think it advis¬ 
able to tell the enemy ever}^thing we know. It docs not explain 
either the apparently superior performance of our jet fighters 
against the Russian MIGs. We have often gone into battle 
with thirty jets on our side against fifty of the enemy. It hap- 
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pened the very day I was in the Air Force briefing room and 
resulted in a clear-cut American victory. Tlic best explanation 
was that, although our planes arc actually inferior in some 
respects, our American pilots arc greatly superior to the enemy 
aviators. 

Tire day-to-day Air Force figures also leave out a full re¬ 
port of our losses from enemy anti-aircraft, llic Communists 
have excellent radar; their ground fire is accurate and often 
effective, thanks to the proximity fuse the Soviet got from us 
in World W^ar II. 

Tlie second day of my visit to Korea started with an carlv 
breakfast with General Van Fleet, followed bv the regular 
morning briefing. We had dressed that morning in Army field 
clothes because it was suggested that the Army would “prefer” 
to have its civilian guests wear uniforms to avoid attracting 
enemy attention. One of the officers pointed out: “Korea is 
full of spies. You can throw a stone in any direction and hit 
at least one. You’re going up to the front, and the presence of 
white men in civilian clothes makes the enemy curious. And 
when the enemy gets curious, he lets go vath snipers and artil¬ 
lery fire at everybody, not just at our visitors.” 

Before I left home a friend had said to me: “I’m very glad 
you’re going to Korea. Yoil’ll see the greatest Army in the world. 
From all the chaos and confusion of the early days when we 
were unprepared, this force has been welded into the greatest 
fighting force ever jiroduccd by the United States or any other 
country. You’ll also see the Army, Navy, and Air Force work 
as a single unit.” Others disputed the superlatives, saying that 
the armies tliat rolled across Germany and the Pacific were 
equally good. Having seen our Eighth Army at work in Korea, 
I am inclined to agree that it is the best and the most powerful, 
if for no other reason than that it is a complete and effective 
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union of all three branches of the armed forces—air, sea, and 
ground—working in the closest harmony and co-operation. 

Unification is still creaking at the joints in Washington and 
has a long way to go before it is effective. But at the kaghth 
Army Headquarters in Korea I found a genuinely co-operative 
spirit. Unlike the days past when rivalries became personal and 
even bitter, I found what scciried to me a genuine mutual re¬ 
gard and affection. If there were any serious intcrservacc rival¬ 
ries, I doubt that they could have been concealed for my 
benefit. I saw none. These fighting men of ours arc making 
unification work where it counts and pays off the most—on 
the battlefield. 

While we were in the briefing room we received a dramatic 
illustration. At that moment tlic battleship New Jersey was 
standing off the cast coast of North Korea lobbing ib-inch 
shells into a road nineteen miles inland from llic sea. Air 
Force photographs had shown that the road was under inten¬ 
sive use for bringing up supplies and rcserv^cs to the enemy 
lines. Hie New Jersey was busy chewing up the road to make 
it impassable and occasionally hitting enemy transports, all of 
which was shown by air pictures taken that afternoon. 

Most of the officers and men with wlioin I talked believe 
they have developed fire power to the highest degree in the 
history of warfare. Our armed forces in Korea are passionate 
in their enthusiasm for concentrated use of artillery to destroy 
or soften up the enemy before our infantry goes in or before 
the enemy can reach us when he attacks. This is the secret of 
the enormous casualties inflicted on the enemy and the reason 
we have been able to resist overwhelming masses with our own 
comparatively limited forces. 

Lieutenant General Edward M. Almond, commander of the 
X Corps, tells of one day in the big spring offensive of 1951 
when seemingly unending masses of Chinese were finally 
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hurled back at the end of a long and detennined attack. He 
says he reported with sonic pride to General Van Fleet the 
next day that one battalion of artillery within his corps had 
fired 12,000 rounds of artillciy^ shells in twelve hours—one 
every three and a half seconds—which he believed to be a 
record in the history of warfare. General Van Fleet listened 
quietly. Then he grinned: “That’s fine, Almond, that’s fine, 
but it’s not enough.” 

Despite the superiority we finally achieved in fire power, the 
Ghincse and the North Koreans have forced us to adopt their 
kind of warfare. 'Ibcy dig them.selvcs in near the top of the 
ridges, put heavy logs across their trenches and foxholes, and 
then pile dirt on top of the logs. Tliis makes a dugout which 
cannot be disturbed by any amount of .shellfire except a direct 
hit. So our troops have been forced to climb the ridges and go 
along the top, taking the land yard by yard with flame throw¬ 
ers and hand grenades. Tlie enemy rarely gives up. He often 
fights in the hole until he is dead. 

W'hen General Ridgw'ay took over the field command after 
the death of General Walton 11 . Walker, our forces had been 
reeling back under the combined attacks of the Ghincse and 
North Korean Reds. He faced a massive task and made many 
changes in command. One officer who witnessed the changes 
told me; “A new major general w'as put in command of our 
Gorps and he pcrsonallv inspected every section of our lines. 
Fll never forget his talk with one colonel. He asked the colonel 
what were his ^^lans. Tire colonel outlined his plans to retreat 
first to one position, then to another. ’I’he general asked about 
the men. The colonel replied that their food wasn’t good and 
it wasn’t even hot; he added that their spirit was low and that 
morale was very bad. 

“At the end of the report the new corps commander said: 
‘Golonel, from now on we are not retreating, we arc attacking. 
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We arc no longer thinking in terms of retreat^ though of 
course one staff officer will have those problems worked out. 
You arc thinking only of attacking. 

'' 'So far as the men arc concerned, cvcrj thing you report 
to me is your fault. Tlic men arc entitled to good food and 
they must liave one hot meal a day except under the most im- 
possible conditions. Ibcir morale should be good and I will 
hold you personally accountable.' " 

Then the officer who was telling me the stor}^ smiled and 
added: "A week later the general went back. Tliere were no 
more retreats. Tlic meals were good and the food was hot. Tlic 
morale of the men had been revived and they were ready to 
fight.” 


I'\)l]owing the headquarters briefing we went to the dirt air 
strip and were off for a tour of the front, each of us in a little 
two-seater L-19 reconnaissance plane. One after the other the 
L-igs look their short run, bumping along the dusty air strip, 
and we were off up the Uijogbiu River to the I Corps com¬ 
mand post. As the ri\'cr wound back and forth beneath ns we 
found ourselves alternately over our own lines and then over 
enemy territory until we arrived at another of those dirt air 
strips where we were met by Lieutenant General Frank W. 
Milburn, commander of the I Corps. New York National 
Guard units arc in almost every corps area and I visited each 
outfit to talk with the men. Perhaps the most spectacular wel¬ 
come was from the 955th Field Artillery of the New York 
National Guard, formerly the 14th Regiment of Brooklyn. 
After our second flight of the morning we drove directly from 
the air strip to this unit and just as we arrived they let loose 
with a dozen rounds from 155-mm. howitzers. They were shell¬ 
ing gun emplacements twelve thousand yards away in active 
support of our patrols in enemy territory. 
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Tlie guardsmen arc good soldiers and every time I was witli 
a group I tried to talk to the men privately to learn how thev 
really felt. Generally they were in good spirits, though they 
all asked the uni\'crsal cpicstion: “Governor, when are vv'c going 
to get out of this lousy place?” 

The men of the 955tli Artillery, the old Brooklyn outfit, 
were most interested in our opinions of how the Dodgers 
would make out in the pennant race. Of cour.se Paul Lock- 
wood, as a former Brooklyn Eagle sports writer, was most help¬ 
ful in giving detailed guesses. At that time Brooklyn looked 
like a sure thing in the National League and I hope no one 
held it against us that we told them they had the pennant all 
wrapped up. Paul got a surprise when he asked a young Negro 
soldier; “What part of Brooklyn do you come from?” 

“Sir,” replied the soldier, “I come from Birmingham, Ala¬ 
bama, but since I've joined this outfit. I’m for the Dodgers too.” 

Later that afternoon, in visiting a signal battalion from Pccks- 
kill. New York, I found nailed on a tree a large sign which 
read: “'Ibc boys from New York welcome you, Tom.” Again 
I had a chance to talk with the men and they seemed genuinely 
pleased to see someone from home. Tliis group also wiinted to 
know about the baseball race, although there were more Giant 
than Brooklyn rooters. One husky soldier in the back of the 
crowd I was talking with yelled; 

“Ilcy, Governor, you’re a lawyer, aren’t 3'ou? How about 
some advice?” 

llicrc was a roar of laughter and I shouted back; “Sure, how 
can I help you?” 

“I live in Pcckskill and I understand I am one of the defend¬ 
ants in the lawsuit by Paul Robeson over that riot two years 
ago. Shall I stay here or would you advise me to ask the general 
to send me back?” 

On the trip from IX to X Corps we flew through the passes 
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of the rugged mountains which divide East Korea from West 
Korea. We had to fly up to 4500 feet in the little L-igs to get 
through the passes, often only fifty feet above the ridges and 
close enough to exchange waves with the men who were man¬ 
ning the front-line foxholes. Tlie terrain was awful, much 
worse than I had seen in the flight from Pusan to Seoul. The 
ridges were sharper, the valleys were deeper, but the military 
problem was the same—to seize and hold the ridges in order 
to control the valleys. 

At X Corps we were met by General Almond, who drove 
me in his own jeep to a nearby helicopter air strip. It was a 
short hop over the mountains to the headquarters of the Ma¬ 
rine Di\ ision but during it I learned of tlic immense affection 
for the helicopter that has developed among our armed forces. 
In the winter of 19510-51 at Chosin Reservoir and at llagaruri, 
the Army and the Marines made their stand in the face of 
overwhelming enemy forces, suffering heavy casualties. Ibcre 
was no regular means of reaching either spot for evacuation of 
the wounded and the situation seemed desperate. Ilic heli¬ 
copters saved the day, lifting five thousand wounded men back 
to field hospitals. Both officers and men alike expressed their 
undying gratitude to the Sikorsky and Bell helicopters for the 
largest mass lifesaving operation ever known. Light planes 
picked up six hundred more from elements that were com¬ 
pletely cut off, landing them at stviiis adjacent to air evacuation 
hospitals. 

At the briefing at Marine Headquarters a colonel read a 
carefully prepared, scholarly analysis of the enemy. *'The 
North Koreans aic rugged,'' the colonel said, ‘‘used to the ter¬ 
rain, used to hard work, willing to fight up and down moun¬ 
tains all day, utterly indomitable wiien they arc dug in, almost 
impossible to dig out, and fanatical in their resistance." Iben 
he made an interesting contrast with the Chinese. ‘'They are 
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also well trained,” he said, “but not quite as enthusiastic. They 
have much less determination and when they are taken pris¬ 
oner, they are completely co-operative.” 

As to both, he had one simple conclusion; “All the forces 
of the enemy arc well indoctrinated. But they fight for a very 
simple reason. If they turn around and run they know they 
will be shot down by their officers. So they prefer to fight, hop¬ 
ing to stay alive.” 

Late in the afternoon we started off on a flight toward the 
front lines of X Corps in the small L-19 planes. Almost im¬ 
mediately the weather started closing in and before long we 
couldn’t sec the mountains on either side of us. Soon the fog 
became so thick wc could make out only the plane immediately 
behind us and General Almond decided there was no use try¬ 
ing to fly in that ])ca soup because wc wouldn’t sec anything 
anyway. So he radioed to Ihe other planes to turn back to the 
command headquarters. All the ships were able to keep in 
close radio contact and with good fortune we all landed safely 
at the air strip of the command post of X Corps. Only a week 
before the Undersecretary of the Army had erashed into the 
side of a mountain in one of those fogs and it was a miracle 
that he survived. 

I have landed in many airports, good and bad, and at home 
on paved and unpaved air strips, in grass airports and in cow 
pastures. Tlie Pusan air strip had seemed to me to be the 
worst in the world, but the front-line air strips are incredible. 
With a fluid front there can be no nonsense about wasting 
manpower and material on a strip which may be used for a day 
or a week. When a sector is taken or lost, new strips must be 
made available instantly. Bulldozers arc brought up and the 
dikes around the nearest rice paddy are knocked out; even as 
the water flows off the field the bulldozers run tire length of it 
and often within an hour the new air strip is complete. Only 
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three hundred and fifty yards long and a few plane lengths 
wide, paved with nothing but dirt as God made it, it is some- 
times as busy an airport as you will find in a big city in y\mcr- 
ica. The L-iys and the li-K)S take off in three hundred yards 
and land in tw'O hundred yards—always in a cloud of dust in 
the suinincr. Tlicsc sturdy little ships with their improvised 
runways arc the eyes and cars of the Army. 

I v/as amazed by tlic way the Army has taken to the air. 
Every general in command of a corps area has a standard rou¬ 
tine. After breakfast at 7:30 a.m. comes the morning briefing, 
conference, and orders for the day. Ikcn the general gets into 
his little two-seater L-19 and visits his command posts in the 
front lines. After he has conferred with the commanding offi¬ 
cer at every front-line post, seen to the condition of tlie troops, 
their food, the hospitals, their supplies, ammunition, and mili¬ 
tary position, he returns to headquarters to begin the work of 
the late afternoon and evening. Sixteen hours is a short day for 
the command in Korea going on seven days a week without 
relief. I have heard a lot about armchair generals but if there 
arc any in Korea I did not meet tlicm. They take all the risk of 
fl\ing over front lines in a tiny single-motor aircraft, making a 
number of flights each day. dmic and time again I wished that 
our people at home, in politics, in business, and in industry 
could get some appreciation of what the officers and men of 
the Eighth Army were going through to keep World War III 
aw'ay from America. 

As I went to my quarters in a "‘doghouse,'' or converted 
truck, I met a soldier who had just gone off guard duty. lie 
turned out to be a farm boy from Minnesota and when I 
found that he came from a dairy fann, it was old home week. 
I asked liim into my quarters and we sat down and talked 
dairy cows over a glass of beer. It took us both back to our 
farms and neither one of us realized how the time fled. Finally 
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General Almond came to take me to dinner. I invited him to 
join us and the general sat down witli the private and me for 
the rest of our talk about dairy farming in Minnesota and 
Dutchess County, New York. 

lliat nig]it I learned some more about the ROKs, the troops 
of tlic Republic of Korea, llicy arc ill trained and have no 
military tradition of their own. As a result, the United Nations 
has found it necessary to intersperse each narrow front held by 
one or more ROK divisions with strong United Nations forces. 
In this w^ay the ROKs can be reinforced immediately from each 
side wiicn they arc attacked. All this excepts the 1st ROK 
Division, winch guards the flank on the west coast of Korea. 
It has earned the respect of all of our men and it demonstrates 
that with proper training and cc|uipmciit the South Koreans 
can be first-class fighters. 

They arc so short of trained military leadership that a former 
lieutenant in the Japanese Army in World War II is the Ko¬ 
rean major general in command of one ROK division. Another 
ROK division is commanded by a South Korean wiio was a 
sergeant in the Japanese Army. If a recent sergeant is now a 
major general, it is hard to imagine the qualifications of the 
rest of the officers and non-coms. The ROK officers have al¬ 
most no training as we understand it, in battle tactics, leader¬ 
ship, or care of their men. Almost immediately w^hen the 
enemy attack commences communications go out, sometimes 
for hours. In retreat the first thing they abandon is the artillery. 
As a result, each ROK division has been surrounded by heavy 
concentrations of UN artillciy^ which co\^ers both the UN and 
the ROK front. 

71 ic 38th Parallel is a dividing line between two halves of 
the same nation, one of which has proven itself savage and 
powerful in w^ar, while for the most part the ROKs have not. 
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ITie hard lesson is that the Soviet not only gave the North 
Koreans excellent training but also thorough indoctrination 
ininicdiatelj' upon occupying the country' in 1945. Wc waited 
a tragic six years and only after a war and heavy casualties of 
our owTi did wc start giving the ROKs the kind of training they 
should have had in the first place. 

The South Korean laborers, on the other hand, have been of 
infinite value. They arc jxitient and strong, used to taking 
orders after thirb'-five years of Japanese occupation. With a 
wooden frame attached to their backs, they can carry thirty to 
fifty pounds of ammunition or supplies. During a major en¬ 
gagement in one corps area alone, 15,000 laborers serviced 
troops as far as fifteen miles ahead of any possible mechanized 
supply line. They carried the thirtv to fifty pounds of supplies 
up the valleys and over the ridges for fifteen miles and then 
walked fifteen miles back—all in a clay’s w’ork. Men and women 
alike do the work and often the women arc stronger than the 
men. Later, at I long Kong, the British commanding general 
told me of an experience of his owm in Korea. A 560-pound 
oil drum had to be rolled onto a truck. Tv'O of his own soldiers 
tried and failed. Two Korean women near by volunteered to 
do the job and they put the drum where it belonged. 

Only the strong can survive the disease and hard climate in 
Korea. Another natural enemy of the Korean countryside is 
dust. It gets into your eyes, into your mouth, into your cars, 
into your food and drink. It seeps through everything you wear 
and gets into bed with you at night. Casualty figures include 
thousands of men with eye infections who had to be taken out 
of the lines for treatment of this quiet but very present enemy. 

Early the next morning wc found the fog had lifted. Follow¬ 
ing breakfast and the morning briefing, we took off again; this 
time General Almond and I w'crc together in an L-iy, a single- 
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engine plane with three seats. Flying elosc to the ridges, we saw 
much of the X Corps front lines where the men had built what 
seemed an impregnable position. Most of them were out 
around the ridges doing one job or another and we waved back 
and forth as wc flew the lines. On the way back we were caught 
in the middle of an artillery cross fire but landed without inci¬ 
dent. 

One military conclusion struck me hardest during these 
days: despite the use of airplanes for every purpose, despite 
our almost undisputed control of the air throughout most of 
llic war, wc have rcleanicd the hard lesson in Korea that air 
])ower alone docs not win wars. 11 icy called it “Operation 
Strangle” and tried to isolate the battlefield from enemy sup¬ 
plies. If such an operation would ever win a war it should 
have won in Korea, with the enemy supply lines running along 
narrow, well-defined routes between the mountains. At the end 
of a year of Operation Strangle the enemy was apparently 
stronger than he had been when the air campaign began. 

Tlic Air Imrcc has done a magnificent job. It is just that the 
air enthusiasts claimed too much. In addition to fighting and 
bombing, the Air Force has carried hundreds of thousands of 
tons of supplies to the front lines in the midst of battles, once 
dropping 5000 tons of ammunition and on another occa.sion 
drojrjring 16,000 tons of supplies in a critical area of the front 
lines in a single day. 

Air evacuation of the wounded has been equally spectacular. 
As of July 1951 the Air Transport Command had carried 
1152,000 casualties. Tlie figure sounds fantastic but it’s true. 
Sometimes a wounded or a sick man is picked up right at the 
scene of battle in a helicopter and taken back for emergency 
service. Then he may be flown to the Mobile Army Surgical 
Hospital, then to an evacuation hospital in Korea, and if neces¬ 
sary to a base hospital in Japan. In some cases the same man is 
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evacuated wore than once, either for different wounds or be¬ 
cause of illness one time and wounds another time. Every man 
carried one flight counts, of course, as a flight casualty in this 
computation. 

While I \^^s visiting troops Dr. llillcboc was visiting hos¬ 
pitals. He had come principally to see the spectacular new 
treatment for burns the Army medical authorities have devel¬ 
oped and he was excited and impressed. Tlic treatment 
sounded incredible when it was first reported in the medical 
journals; it still sounds repulsive but it is saving priceless lives. 

The patient is first carefully checked for the extent of his 
burns and other wounds and for shock, llicn he is put on a 
schedule of 300,000 units of penicillin twice a day, which is 
usually continued for the first week. Within twenty-four hours 
he is taken to the operating room wlicrc, after he is put under 
anesthetic, the burned areas are scrubbed with sterile gauze 
soaked in a mild detergent, lliis gets rid of tlic blisters and the 
loose skin and dirt that may be imbedded in and around the 
burned area. Amazingly enough, after the burns are scrubbed 
no medication or dressings arc put on them and the patient is 
returned to his bed. Scrum then starts oozing out and, within 
twenty-four to forty-ciglit hours, it hardens to form a crust 
which protects the burned area and also keeps out infection. 
For some reason the crust seems also to allay pain, for after 
the first night no sedatives are administered and the men sleep 
well. At the end of twenty-one days, if the burn is first or sec¬ 
ond degree, the area under the crust is usually fully healed. If 
it is a third-degree burn the tissue usually remains soggy, and 
the surgeon will then proceed with skin grafting. 

Wliilc this new treatment of burns is not always useful, par¬ 
ticularly where the bum has gone through all the surfaces of the 
skin, it is one of the most spectacular medical advances made 
in Korea. Moreover, Dr. Hillcboc reported many cases which 
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he saw, three or four weeks old, where the skin was already be¬ 
ginning to look normal, entirely free of tlic scars which follow 
the traditional treatment of bums. If vve ever suffer atomic 
bombing at home these techniques will save hundreds of thou¬ 
sands of lives which would otherwise be lost for lack of the 
thousands of doctors and the enormous volume of medical 
supplies necessary for the old-fashioned treatment. 

Air evacuation of the wounded has been equally effective in 
saving lives; handling of casualties in the Chosin Resers^oir 
action was typical of the j^rocedurc. Litter-bearers took the 
severely wounded back to the battle aid station for emergency 
attention, llicn they were taken to the Mobile Army Surgical 
Hospital or MASH units, which arc housed in separate tents 
connected together with tent canvas to make surgical and 
medical wards, cook tents and mess tents for patients and 
staff, hkicli has complete, self-sufficient water, electricity, 
sewage disposal, laundr}^ phannacy supply, and record units. 
Each of these 200-bcd field hospitals can run on a twenty-four- 
hour schedule with 60 cots for surgical cases and 140 cots for 
medical patients. Most of the cities in the world would give 
anything to have a hospital as good as just one of these MASH 
units. 

Ninety-eight per cent of our wounded evacuated to Japan 
have gone by air. The evacuating planes do double duty, car- 
rjdng combat supplies and medical equipment from Japan to 
the war areas; returning, they are flying ambulances carrying 
their cargoes of wounded American soldiers. 

lliis whole air evacuation program is a modern miracle. On 
the 152,000 casualty flights made only twelve men have died 
in transit, and those were during the early stages of the war. 
Tliat is a record of achievement in handling wounded that 
has never been even remotely matched in any wav in history. 

Soon after I returned home I saw in a New York newspaper 
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a bitter attack on the medical services, reprinted from a Mid¬ 
western newspaper. My boiling point is not usually low but 
this made me furious clear through. On the basis of both my 
ovm observation and I lerman Hilleboe’s thorough professional 
examination, I am convinced that the medical branches of the 
armed forces are doing the most magnificent fob in the history 
of w'arfare. The figures prove it. In World War II, deaths from 
disease were fewer than deaths from wounds for the first time 
in history and deaths from wounds were decreased to 4.5 
per cent of all wounded men. In Korea that 4.5 per cent of 
deaths has been cut in half under the most difficult conditions 
ever seen in modern medicine. 

Stalin has had his day with Korea. It is my own opinion that 
the invasion of Korea was just another step in his scheme of 
world conquest. In fact I warned against it specifically back in 
November 1947, saying: 

“At this moment, Soviet occupation forces hold the north¬ 
ern half of Korea and American occupation forces hold the 
southern half, "llie Communists have completely regimented 
the northeni half, installed a totalitarian govemment and built 
up a well-trained, well-armed fighting army of 250,000 men 
under puppet leadership. In the American half there is no ci¬ 
vilian govemment, no native military force—nothing but a 
political void. 

“We have now, with great pains, prepared for a plebiscite 
in Korea which the Soviets arc cynically boycotting, 'lliey arc 
boycotting it because they anticipate that immediately upon 
the withdrawal of American and Soviet occupation troops, the 
armed forces of the North will engulf all of Korea.” 

Our government ignored the warning and withdrew our 
troops, llien it committed the incredible folly of announcing 
that Korea was outside our defense perimeter. That was an 
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open invitation to the Communists to move in. Tliey accepted 
the invitation with all the horror which has since followed. 
'Hie tragedy could have been averted and should have been. 
Failing in that, wc had no choice. 

I regard our intervention in Korea as the single action which 
saved American influence from disappearing in the Pacific and 
stopped further Communist expansion, at least for the time 
being. The day the President announced American defense of 
Korea I publicly supported his action. I was sure it was right 
and necessary; I still am; but no one can witness the terrible 
sacrifice of our youth without having many pangs of doubt. 

Tlicre is even doubt as to just why Stalin pressed the button 
for the Korean invasion. Was it just for another easy conquest? 
Or did he have other more significant motives? A remarkable 
letter I received from a Japanese political leader asserts: 

“llie USSR had four objectives in the Korean conflict: 

“a. Testing of the kinds of new arms of the United States 
and the power thereof. 

“b. Testing the attitude of the United Nations and its 
capacity to react. 

“c. Studying the effect of military cooperation of the Peo¬ 
ple’s Republic of China and North Korea. 

“d. Examination thereby of the strength of the defense of 
Manchuria. 

“Each one of these objectives reflects the Russian mentality 
and the whole war is reminiscent of the utterly unjirovoked 
invasion of Finland before World War II. The only difference 
is that the Russians were then testing their own arms.” 

Iflie Japanese continues his letter by saying that he believes 
all four objectives have now been achieved and he adds: 

“Tlie students’ view is that Soviet Russia will now proceed 
to accumulate military' power and further study the taetics and 
power of the United States until 1955. Tlicn she will move 
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out resolutely and fearlessly upon aggression, when there ap¬ 
pears to be a relaxation upon the part of the United States as 
the result of a Soviet ‘peaec offensive/ '' 

Perhaps it is true that this was just a probe, a testing exer¬ 
cise for Stalin, and that he had a far more sinister motive than 
merely the aequisition of new territory. 

\Miatcver the reason, four blazing truths have emerged: 

llie United States did react in defense of the integrity of a 
helpless allied nation. 

Our arms arc generally good. At first they were not in suf¬ 
ficient number but we are proceeding to cure that defect. 

'The United Nations did react by swift and affirmative ac¬ 
tion. 

llie Chinese and North Korean Reds have suffered terrible 
casualties and Stalin knows that the free world can fight. 

I am deeply convinced that, if we had not sent troops to 
defend Korea, American and United Nations prestige in the 
whole Pacific would have collapsed. All Southeast Asia would 
probably have gone Communist by now. The danger is still 
great and growing but at least our act of springing to the de¬ 
fense of Korea has given hope to the people of Japan, the 
Philippines, Free China, Southeast Asia, and Indonesia. It has 
also given hope in the great cause of collective security through 
the United Nations. 
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Okinawa 


Japnn grants, and the United States of America accepts, the 
right, upon the coming into effect of the Urcaty of Peace and 
of this Treaty, to dispose United States land, air and sea 
forces ill and about Ja])an. Such forces may be utilized to con¬ 
tribute to the maintenance of international peace and security 
in the Far East and to the security of Japan. . . . 

Article I of the Security Treaty 
between the United States of 
America and Japan, signed at 
San Francisco, September 8, 

1951 

o 

V—half the size of the State of Rhode Island, and 
scene of the last great battle of the Pacific, was our midway 
stop on the way from Japan to Formosa. It is said tliat the 
Japanese were jealous of the Okinawan civilization, wdiich had 
flourished on the island for hundreds of years. Wdiatevcr the 
reason, they invaded and conquered Okinawa in i6og and the 
island was seldom heard of in the Western world until the 
final stages of the Pacific war. 

At dawn on Easter morning April 1, 1945, the anned forces 
of the United States launched their attack on Okinawa. After 
eighty-three days of savage fighting the end came when the two 
Japanese commanding generals committed suicide and this key 
base for the projected attack on Japan's home islands was sur- 
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rendered. More than 175,000 American fighting men had taken 
part in the struggle, suffering 49,000 casualties, of whicli 12,500 
were killed. One hundred and nineteen thousand Japanese 
troops were killed and 7400 were taken prisoner, llie Japanese 
also lost 7800 aircraft to our 760. Of our 1300 naval vessels 
jxirticipating in the invasion, 36 were sunk and 370 were 
damaged, mainly because of the incredible fanaticism of the 
Kamikaze suicide pilots. Tlic signs of that desperate struggle 
are si ill to be seen from one end of Okinawa to another. 

With military hindsight it is now argued that much of this 
bitter fighting could have been avoided. When we conquered 
the airfields and beaches, the Japanese holed up in eaves and 
trenches on one end of the island. Many now believe we could 
have contained them at their end of the island and left them 
there instead of digging them out in handdo hand combat 
with flame throwers, hand grenades, machine guns, and bay- 
onets. Could we have made effective use of the island as a base 
while a good part of it w as held by a large, well-fort ified, dug-in 
enemy force? I don’t know the answer. I am not a military 
expert. But the debate is hot. 

Okinawa is the largest of the Ryukyu group of islands which 
were taken away from Japan in the postwar settlements. India’s 
Prime Minister Jawaharlal Nehru thinks we should give them 
all back to Japan. By contrast, he thinks the Soviet should keep 
the Kurile cliain of islands, north of the four Japanese home 
islands. It is not quite clear who legally owns the Ryukyus now 
but possession is nine points of tlie law. We possess them and 
I hope we never leave them. It is hard to imagine a more power¬ 
ful strategic air base. More than $100,000,000 has been spent in 
developing Okinawa and a second $100,000,000 is now going 
into the island. If we want to keep future wars away from our 
shores, this is some of the best money we have spent in the 
postwar period. 
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Okinawa, far to the south of Japan, is the base from which 
our B-2QS are bombing North Korea. Tokyo and Okinawa are 
almost exactly the same distance from North Korea—a thou¬ 
sand miles. Okinawa also commands much of the coast of 
China, the Formosa Strait, Formosa, and the Philippines. 
\\^ith radar, even small patrols can keep a close w'atch on 
that vast expanse of Chinese coast line, ocean, and strategic 
islands. For these operations W'C have based large units of the 
Air Force, a substantial naval force, and, of course, a large 
Army contingent, on the island. Here again the success of 
unification seemed to me very real and the relationship be¬ 
tween the officers and troops of all services to be genuinely 
cordial. 

\Vlhle I was at Okinawa I heard a story of the growing 
pains of unification. I cannot vouch for it but it came from a 
man who should know. During the early days of the war in 
Korea a high-ranking officer in the Army asked his 0])positc 
number in tlie Air Force for close air support for the ground 
troops. “You know' w'c’rc not equipped for that kind of w'ork,” 
said the Air Force officer. “It’s never been part of our mission 
and w'c’rc iiot trained to do it.” 

“Well, that’s too bad,” replied the Army officer. “We sure 
do need the air support, so I guess Fll have to ask the Navy. 
Maybe they’ll give it a try.” 

“There’s nothing the Navy can do that the Air Force can’t 
do better,” bristled the air officer. “I’ll see what I can do.” 

The Air I'orcc undertook the mission of close ground sup¬ 
port. But the issue as to whether it is an Army or Air Force 
job and whether or not the Air I’orce is primarily designed for 
long-range bombing and interceptor fighting is not yet settled. 

Before I went on the trip my friend Henry J. Taylor had 
urged me to stop at Okinawa to see how the housing problem 
was coming along. He had been there a year before and was 
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shocked at the housing provided for Ameriean troops. He 
said: ''It’s bad enough out there eight thousand miles from 
home with the heat and the duties and few friends. But it’s 
inexcusable to have nothing but a miserable shack which is 
boiling in the summer, cold in the winter, and leaks all the 
time.'' 

It was good to learn that part of the second $100,000,000 is 
going to build decent housing for these thousands of Ameri¬ 
cans who arc manning our front lines in the Pacific. Recreation 
halls and movie theaters arc also approaching completion to 
provide some community life for both the married couples 
and the single men. 

'Hie armed forces on Okinawa arc a long way ahead of many 
of our people at home in sliedding race prejudices. 'The officers 
have a choice of homes in order of their rank, if their families 
arc there; then the enlisted men in order of their rank and 
length of service. "Phere are no color lines and there liavc 
been no reports of racial friction in this great new American 
outpost. A Negro private lived with his family next door to 
the brigadier general who was then in command of the Army 
post. 

The armed forces also get along well with the native Oki¬ 
nawans. Out of a population of a half million, 55,000 Okina¬ 
wans arc working for Uncle Sam. The military has not moved 
in and recklessly thrown American dollars around, wrecking 
the economy of the island. We are pajing the native people 
at the going rate of wages. The labor relations arc good and 
so arc the human relations. Too many times, in Asia, all over 
South America, and in Europe, other agencies of our govern¬ 
ment have walked in and, either out of a starry-eyed idealism 
or a desire to show off, have paid two or three times the pre¬ 
vailing rate of wages. The results have always been the same: 
envy and hatred of us at the time and nothing but enemies 
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and a disrupted economy when we withdrew. Tire armed 
forces are making friends in Okinawa. 

Sonietiincs things do get a little complicated. One major 
effort has been to persuade the Okinawan farmer not to use 
night soil. Tire purpose, of course, is to achieve a state of 
sanitation for the whole island so the many thousands of 
Americans can live there in good health, free to cat whatever 
is produced locally. The natives were quite agreeable about 
abandoning the use of night soil—so long as the Army pro¬ 
vided them fertilizer at half price. When we settled dowar 
on the island as a permanent operation the Army tried to stop 
the subsidy and proposed to sell the fertilizer at full cost price. 
At this point the natives became less co-operative. I’hcy indi¬ 
cated that they could not afford to pay the full price for fer¬ 
tilizer and, of course, they could always go back to using night 
soil which didn’t cost them anything, lire Army was still 
selling them fertilizer at half price when 1 last heard. 

Sometimes the Okinaw'ans admit we know what we are 
doing. They learned one lesson the hard w’ay last May. '^Fhe 
island is in the center of the typhoon belt where the storms 
hit in September, October, and November. Last May, how¬ 
ever, the Armed Forces Weather Bureau picked up an off¬ 
season typhoon roaring along the coast of China, predicting it 
would reach Okinawa the following afternoon. 'I'he Okina^van 
fishing fleet was promptly notified, but the native fishermen 
shrugged off the report. “It’s impossible for a typhoon to 
come in May,” they said as they took off to sea. They ran right 
into the storm. When the fleet managed to limp back into 
port as the typhoon blew itself out of the area, sixty-five fisher¬ 
men were missing. An immediate search by the Air-Sea Rescue 
Command saved thirty, but thirtj'-five were never found. To¬ 
day, the Okinawa fishermen listen respectfully to the weather 
reports. 
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When we returned to the airport we were again reminded 
sharply that there was a war going on. Every air base is 
rigorously guarded and protected by radar. Jet fighters are on 
the line twenty-four hours a day. If the Russians should decide 
to launch their adventure in world conquest they will find no 
Pearl Harbor at Okinawa today. 
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Formosa 


In dealing with people of Asia, we submit the question of 
face is very important. For instance, extensive American aid is 
given to an Asian country like Korea, but President Rlicc and 
liis government were criticized by American officials for one 
reason or another with the result that President Rhee and 
his government lost prestige in the eyes of their fellow- 
countrymen and the world. Under such circumstances, a 
go\’ernmcnt cannot wield influence and receive wide public 
support. It would be better for such an administration to get 
less aid and more lip service. 

That is exactly what the U.S.S.R. is doing vis-^wis Peiping 
and other satellite countries. Mao Tse-tmig is puffed to high 
esteem by Moscow, which tells the Chinese and the world 
that this puj^pet is a saint and savior. 

Excerpt from letter received in 
Albany from a group of Chinese 
scholars in exile, November 19, 
1951 


T 

Xwo HOURS after wc took of? from Okinawa the rugged 
pattern of F ormosa rose out of the Pacific. As I went forward 
to talk with the pilots I could see the peaks of the mountain 
range that runs the length of the island. '‘Formosa's shaped 
like a long slender leaf," the pilot remarked. A few minutes 
later as we headed in between two mountain peaks he said: 
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‘That’s where w^e go in. It gives you an idea why we don’t like 
to make 'I aipei after dark or in soupy weather.’’ We passed 
between the peaks and headed up a deep valley with a silver 
river winding below. It is lush and lovely country, divided into 
countless tiny squares of rice paddies between the mountains 
and the sea. 

The Portuguese mariner who first sighted the island in the 
fourteenth century shouted ‘Thia Formosa [Beautiful Island].’^ 
Formosa is about two hundred miles long and a hundred miles 
wide, one and a half times the area of Vermont, and has al¬ 
most as many jx'ople on it as all of New England. This is the 
scat of the government of Free China—on Chinese territory 
but in exile from the mainland. Here is the flower of Chinese 
culture: the Chinese men and women who were educated in 
American universities and who understand freedom, respected 
elder statesmen, young political leaders, soldiers, scientists, 
scholars, and poets. All arc scarred with the bruises of military 
and political defeats; all have suffered a fearful spiritual buffet¬ 
ing and have a sense of abandonment and frustration; but they 
share a common determination to return to the mainland and 
liberate it from the Communist conqueror. 

I was met at Taipei, the capital of Formosa, by Karl Rankin, 
American Minister, and K. C. Wu, Governor of Formosa, 
whom my friends at home described as one of the ablest ad¬ 
ministrators of the Chinese Govemment: we greeted each 
other, shook hands, and then were engulfed. For half an hour 
in a broiling snn I felt the glowing, somewhat desperate 
warmth of the welcome of a people sadly in need of friends. 
Thirty or forty lej^ortcrs were mixed in with the crowd but 
their attempt at a press conference evaporated in the pressure 
and nobody seemed to mind. Photographers were in the melee, 
too, climbing on top of chairs, boxes, and automobiles; one 
even clambered up on the wing of our plane and fell off while 
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trying to take a picture. Fortunately neither he nor anybody 
else was hurt. 

In the crowd were members of the Legislative Yuan, the 
first elected Icgi.slative body in the history of the Chinese 
Republic; later the government sent me a book of press clip¬ 
pings that included a delightful comment on two of the 
feminine members who were present, in language alternately 
libelous and flattering: “Both of them, clad in white, looked 
much younger than their age, just resembling a pair of flowers 
from the same branch.” 

When wc finally edged our way through the crowd, Karl 
Rankin accompanied me to the Taipei guesthou.se, our home 
on Formosa. They call it a guesthouse; in fact it is a palace 
built by the Japanese as an official residence for the Governor 
during the fifty years the Japanese held the island, from 1895 
to 1945. Formosa is known in both Japanese and Chinese as 
“Taiwan.” Just as Britain has its Prince of Wales, so the heir 
apparent of imperial Japan was the Prince of Taiwan and 
Emperor Ilirohito stayed in this palace as a youth; the Chinese 
still point out the tree in the palace gardens which was planted 
by the young prince. 

Wc were greeted at the guesthouse by a jovial mountain of 
a man. Lieutenant General J. L. Huang, Deputy Command¬ 
ing General, Gombined Service Forces, who has charge of the 
house and was our host. General Huang stands six feet four 
inches and weighs two hundred and forty pounds. Educated at 
Vanderbilt and Golumbia universities, he declared with a roll¬ 
ing laugh that General George Marshall called him the Grover 
Wlialen of Ghina. 

Madame Ghiang Kai-shek had sent me at Tokyo an invita¬ 
tion to stay at their guesthouse in the hills where it would be 
considerably cooler; but I had decided that we would see more 
of the life of the people on Formosa if I stayed down in the 
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city. After the broiling reception at the airport I had some 
doubts about the wisdom of my decision, but as soon as I 
entered the guesthouse all my doubts vanished. We were the 
only guests and I was assigned to the suite the Prince of 
Taiwan had used. The stone walls made it seem cooler, while 
spacious rooms w'ith high ceilings and great open doors and 
windows gave a sense of easy comfort. Ed Galvin put it well 
when he came in to set up my dictating machine: "This makes 
me feel right at home: it’s as big as the Executive Chamber in 
Albany.” Walking out on the wide balcony that runs the 
length of the building, I was enchanted by the bcauly of the 
gardens which was not c\'cn spoiled by the presence of the 
soldiers of the Guard—some pacing up and down on duty with 
fixed bayonets, some in shorts sun bathing, some doing their 
laundry and drying their clothes on the shrubbery, some just 
sleeping. 

A shower, a change to fresh clothing, and a chance to relax 
over a cup of tea had never been so welcome. After two hours 
of sleep the night before, we had already been up fourteen 
hours, toured Okinawa, traveled more than a thousand miles 
by air, and still had a heavy evening ahead, k’irst, however, 
came the inevitable problem of schedule. In nearly every coun¬ 
try I visited, the government and our own American mission 
had worked out a “tentative schedule,” alw’ays devised upon 
the theory that a guest .should be continuously entertained; 
but I had not come to the Pacific for entertainment: I had 
come to learn. Gutting down the schedule this time was par- 
tieularly difficult because the Legislative Yuan had set up a 
luncheon on one day and the Gontrol Yuan—the council of 
elder statesmen—on another day. If I accepted both engage¬ 
ments it would ruin at least one of the days when I wanted to 
get out into the country to see the farms and military installa¬ 
tions. 
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Working out the schedule with General Huang and Mr. 
Rankin, I suggested that the two luncheons be merged, lliis 
was a revolutionary idea: “The two Yuans arc not always on 
the best of terms/' it was explained. “The Legislative Yuan is 
the elected legislative branch; the Control Yuan, with about 
a hundred elder statesmen as present members, exercises super¬ 
visor)^ and disciplinary authority. They never meet together/' 

“Nevertheless, I should like to meet both/' I said, “and I'd 
prefer to do it on the same day. I wonder if they wouldn't like 
to meet jointly for a novelty." Tlic proposal struck both of my 
hosts as a diplomatic miracle if it could be achieved; to the 
great surprise of all, the two Yuans agreed to meet and lunch 
together for the first time in histor)^ Paul Lockwood arranged 
the rest of the schedule with his usual skill. 

My introduction to Formosa was at a dinner given that 
night by Prime Minister Chen Cheng. We drove unescorted 
through tlic streets of this fortress capital to the simple frame 
house of the Premier of the Republic of China where only 
two soldiers were on guard. We stepped directly from the front 
porch into a comfortable, combination living room-dining 
room, where we were welcomed by the Premier. He is a tiny, 
thin man, so short that he barely comes up to my car; dressed 
in gray trousers and peasant’s tunic buttoned up to the neck, 
he would pass unnoticed in a group if it were not for his 
piercing eyes, erect posture, and cpiict dignity. As we sat down 
to tca~not cocktails—Shen Chang-huan, the ofEcial govern¬ 
ment spokesman, sat next to me to act as interpreter. 

Unlike most of the leaders of Free China, the Premier 
speaks no English despite the fact that thirty years ago he was 
an English teacher in a Chinese university. I gathered that his 
English was a good deal like my French—too rusty for use. 
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Chen Cheng gave up teaching in the 1920s to join the revolu¬ 
tionary movement, working his way up to become one of 
Chiang Kakshek’s ablest and most respected generals. Despite 
his success as a military leader, however, his basic interests are 
philosophic and political; as Premier he is acutely concerned 
with the problem of restoring order and personal liberty on 
the mainland and with the urgent administrative tasks that 
would fall upon him “when the day comes.'’ lie is already at 
work on a complete program of land reform for the mainland, 
based upon the promise of much lower taxes and land owner¬ 
ship for all with special assurances to those who support the 
Nationalist Government. 

The dinner party included twenty-four, which I learned was 
something of a magic number. The Chinese prefer a round 
dinner table of twelve. If there are going to be more than 
twelve, they like to make it twent^^-four so there will be two 
full tables which are small enough for luelv, across ihe-tablc 
conversation. However dark the world may seem, eating should 
be a cheerful, social occasion and should be spread through as 
many courses as possible. For ccntmics, tomorrow’s food has 
been the greatest worry of the Chinese. As a result, it is an 
ingrained tradition that eating is important for all, rich and 
poor. Drinking at meals is never for the sake of drinking—it is 
to give or respond to a toast or pleasantry. F.ven more civilized 
is the custom that permits—or rather expects—the guest to rise 
at the end of dinner and, after ten minutes or so, go home to 
bed. Dhc evening has been spent at the table in good company; 
the night is for sleep as the table is for dinner. 

The first course was piping hot, served in a large hollowed- 
out melon, and included a wide variety of components. I rec¬ 
ognized a few: pieces of chicken, shrimp, mushrooms, crab, 
ham and beef all cooked together. It sounds confusing; it was 
delicious. Like each succeeding course, it was placed in the 
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center of tlic table and the Premier served me and Mr. Slien, 
the other guests liclping themselves in turn. 

Someone recalled a current Formosa joke which asserted 
tliat Confucius had said, "nierc should be no talking during 
eating.” Then Cxnifucius had gone to America and upon his 
return he talked gaily through each meal. Asked why, he re¬ 
plied that he had become used to the American custom. “You 
sec, in America each guest is served individually so they arc 
free to talk. But in China the food is in the middle of the 
table. We can’t afford to talk because we must watch each 
other to be sure we get our share of the food.” 

'Phe Chinese differ from the Japanese in their use of Eng¬ 
lish. Almost all well-educated Japanese I met spoke English, 
many of them very well. A number, however, had so much 
difEculty with their English that it would have been much 
easier to speak through an interpreter; but it is almost an 
affront to any Japanese to suggest it. Many of the Chinese 
leaders arc American-educated and speak flawless English; 
others who have never been to the United States, such as 
Madame Wu, the wife of Co\'ernor K. C. Wu, also speak 
beautiful F.iiglish. The important difference between the Chi¬ 
nese and the Japanese is that if the Chinese can’t speak good 
English they don’t try. The Chinese have the better system. 

The meal was by way of a state banquet, the best the island 
afforded, but everything served was comparatively inexpensive 
food. What made it so good were the centuries of culinary skill 
behind its preparation. 

The second course tasted like chicken soup but I never did 
learn what was in it. The third was a type of crawfish with a 
delicate flavor, called Lung-hsia, which in Chinese means 
“Dragon Shrimp.” It was a sort of giant crawfish much like 
those found in Florida and other southern parts of the United 
States. With it came forks, the first we had used at the table- 
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The first course we had eaten with chopsticks, to which I had 
become relatively accustomed in Japan. I was getting to use 
them fairly well, although I still missed about one stroke in 
three. 

About this time the Premier suggested that perhaps I might 
like to take off my coat. As it was hot and a little damp, I 
thought it was a splendid idea. I asked whether this was desired 
by the others and he said he thought they might like it. When 
I stood up to take my coat off, everybody at both tables stood 
up and cheered, taking their coats off with enthusiasm. Tlie 
party began to feel like a family dinner. 

About this time I got into a discussion with Governor Wu 
about Chinese table manners. Short, plump, and with an en¬ 
gaging smile, he is not only an excellent administrator but a 
merry soul. lie announced in no uncertain terms that there 
arc no Chinese table manners. Others vigorously disagreed 
with him, saying that there certainly are Chinese table man¬ 
ners. After a spirited debate cvcr)body agreed that there are 
Chinese table manners and they arc simply: “Whatever the 
guest does is right. The only condition is that he enjoy him¬ 
self.” 

By now, the rice wine had been poured in the tiny thimble 
cups and the ever present beer had made its appearance. The 
wine is much like French sautcrncs, with a low alcoholic con¬ 
tent. From one side of the table to the other there were con¬ 
stant cries of “Kan-peif” which means “Bottoms up!” always 
accompanied by a toast involving one or more of the dinner 
guests. That must be why the wine is served in glasses no 
bigger than half an eggshell. 

Succeeding courses included soybean sprouts, soybean curds 
with mushrooms, a pickled Chinese cabbage served with wild 
mustard and pickled eggs. The eggs had a most curious ap¬ 
pearance, almost black in color. As I looked at mine with con- 
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sidcrablc suspicion, George Ycli, the Foreign Minister, noticed 
my doubt and, with a grin, warned me: “You know, these eggs 
might be one or two years old or perhaps a thousand years old 
—you never know.” To my amazement the eggs were excellent, 
tasting much like the yolk of a freshly laid egg on my own farm. 

Fried chicken seems to be a universal dish and, sure enough, 
it turned up late in the meal, broken into small pieces so it 
was easily picked up with chopsticks. I have never had finer 
chicken, and as a seasoned political campaigner, I am an au¬ 
thority on chicken dinners. 

Then came a platter of something that was off-white, looked 
like a jellyfish, and was shaped like an oyster. To my dismay 
the Premier jrut two of them on my plate. “Here,” I thought, 
“is where I quit.” But it turned out to be nothing more com¬ 
plicated than my old friend ravioli—Chinese ravioli. It immedi¬ 
ately provoked a dispute over whether Marco Polo had brought 
ravioli from Italy to China seven hundred years before or 
whether Marco Polo had taken ravioli back with him to Italy. 
My hosts insisted that the dish had been served in China for 
thousands of years before Marco Polo was born. 

The next course featured slivers of baked ham and then 
followed a broth with noodles. The noodles were eaten with 
chopsticks and the broth was drunk from the bowl. The last 
course was a plattcrful of twelve slices of w’hat they called a 
Taiwan melon; it looked like good old-fashioned American 
watermelon and turned out to be just that; the only difference 
is that because of the troi:)ical climate they enjoy it the j^ear 
around. In all there were a dozen courses and the meal 
stretched out over nearly three hours. Each course was small 
so no food was wasted and no one left the table feeling over¬ 
fed. 

During the course of this happy dinner a few things on this 
incredibly complex island came into focus. There has been a 
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real house cleaning at the top in the Nationalist Government. 
Tlic men in authority today arc young: Shen, the government 
spokesman, a graduate of the University of Michigan, is thirty- 
eight; Governor Wu, of Grinncll and Princeton, is forty-eight; 
Sun Li-jen, Commander in Chief of the ground forces, gradu¬ 
ate of Purdue and Virginia Military Institute, is fifty-one; 
F’orcign Minister George Ych, graduate of Amherst, is forty- 
seven; the Premier himself is fifty-four. All these ages arc in 
Chinese, which is one year more than ours, because a Chinese 
child is considered two years old on his first New Year’s Day— 
a system which is biologically reasonable if rather confusing 
to us. 

ITicse men arc spirited, bitterly experienced, and aggressive. 
Tlicy admit responsibility for many factors which led to their 
defeat on the mainland. One, for example, was the attempt to 
hold Manchuria. Precious military supplies vvere flown into 
Manchuria by their limited air force to pockets of Nationalist 
resistance at a time when it was j:)crfectly clear that Manchuria 
could not be held. ’I'he practical reason for this action was not 
merely to try to save the priceless resources and industry of the 
area, but that many members of the Legislative Yuan repre- 
.sented districts in Manchuria and North China. They clam¬ 
ored for more aid to Nationalist troops in those areas. These 
demands mounted in intensity until it became apparent that 
the government and Generalissimo Chiang would lose their 
support if some action was not taken. So a political and eco¬ 
nomic decision was made to send aid to Manchuria even after 
it became useless from a military point of view. Polities some¬ 
times gets in the way of defense, even in China. 

They also admitted that Communist propaganda had been 
exceedingly successful on the mainland. “'Ilie Communists 
preach hatred and incite class struggle,” one said. “They 
promise each peasant his own land. They don’t tell him that 
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they will take his crop away from him after he has grown it, 
so the promise is very attractive and they win his support. lie 
is happy for a while even tlmugh he only gets an aerc; l)ut soon 
the taxes become so heavy that he finds he is paying more in 
taxes than he used to pay in taxes and rent combined.” 

“Most important of all,” said another, “the Communists are 
leading the fight for Asia for the Asians. It can’t be denied that 
the people of the Orient feel that the white man has oppressed 
them for centuries; they want to throw off the domination of 
the West. So the Communists have the popular side even 
though it is hard to teach Chinese to hate Americans because 
they have always thought of your country as a great and 
friendly power which never exploited them. The pcojdc have 
seen the American missionaries who came to teach, to heal the 
sick and take care of the orphans and the aged; but the Com¬ 
munists arc even succeeding in teaching our peoidc to hate 
Americans today.” 

All these Communist tactics were abhorrent to this de¬ 
cidedly pro-American group, but they admitted their effective¬ 
ness. The people of Asia w'ant no more domination from the 
Western world and they do not intend to have it. By posing 
as the enemy of foreign imperialism and promising the unat¬ 
tainable to all, the Communists have reaped rich rewards from 
the surging nationalism released by World War II. 

One of the wisest men at the Premier’s dinner told me with 
deep earnestness: “The reason American propaganda has failed 
in the Orient is that you have not been able to convince the 
Asians that you believe in their freedom. The people see 
America allied in mutual defense with the British and the 
French and the Dutch in Europe. I'he Communists harp on 
this as proof that you are not friendly to the freedom of India, 
Burma, Malaya, and North Borneo from British rule. The peo¬ 
ple of Indonesia are just free after centuries of Dutch rule and 
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the Communists are pounding away at your alliance with the 
Dutch in Europe. In Indo-China your alliance with France is 
again a favorite subject of Communist propaganda. 

“You should drive home the truth that America liberated 
the Philippines and gave them their freedom. You should tell 
the Asians that America is defending Korea from its enemies 
today. You should tell the Asians again and again that America 
is for China for the Chinese, not for the Russians; for Indo- 
China for the Indo-Chinese, not for the Russians; for Japan 
for the Japanese, not for the Russians. The Russians arc the 
real imperialists who arc trying to conquer the world. Why 
should America allow them to get away with claiming they are 
liberators? They accuse you of imperialism and of exploitation 
while they actually practice both. You must get that story over 
to the people of Asia.” 

Our propaganda, or lack of it, was sharply criticized by 
another: “You have played right into the Communist hands. 
You have been telling the people of Asia all about your auto¬ 
mobiles and shoes and homes and clothes, your super-modern 
kitchens, radios and television sets in every home, your tele¬ 
phones in every home, and even your green-tiled bathrooms. 
Asians can’t even understand such riches and luxury. Their 
worry is tomorrow’s bowl of rice. 

“Worst of all, the Communists simply take the American 
propaganda and spread it. They say: ‘See, this is just what we 
told you. All Americans arc rich. How did they get that way? 
Tliey got it by stealing and by exploiting the peoples of Asia.’ 
‘Throw off the yoke of imperialist Americans,’ the Com¬ 
munists are shouting. ‘Follow the Communists and you will 
have Asia for the Asians.’ ” 

It seemed to me that another secret of Communist success 
is that to most of the people of Asia all government is a symbol 
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of abuse. For centuries they have accepted government au¬ 
thority imposed from the top. They expect nothing from 
government and tlicy have received little. Public health service 
has been scanty and poor. Practically none of the other facili¬ 
ties ordinarily provided by American state governments is 
available, such as tuberculosis hospitals, conservation programs, 
public housing, good highways, regulation of public utilities, 
adequate schools and universities. 

One of the most damaging mistakes in the East has been our 
seeming insistence on making Asia over into our own image. 
'''Phis is absolutely impossible,'' said one of my hosts. ‘The 
East is old. Its cultures are deeply rooted. We love our cul¬ 
tures and our traditions and our people do not feel inferior to 
anyone. 

"‘Our people want social reform and the ownership of their 
owm land, but ‘the American way of life' has no helpful mean¬ 
ing. ‘Freedom and democracy' do not mean anything either. 
To our people, ‘freedom' is a strange word; they don't know 
what it means. According to the philosophy of Lao-tze, all 
government is a nuisance. Tlie people know there must be 
government and if there is government ‘how can there be 
freedom?' You understand what you mean by ‘freedom' but 
the Asian doesn't understand your ideas. All he w^ants is more 
personal liberty and a little better life. Free elections are a 
strange idea to him; but foreign domination is all too familiar. 
I le wall take a native government, good or bad, in preference 
to one run by foreigners." 

I had originally thought that the mass executions by the 
Communists in China would boomerang. From our American 
point of view, it w^ould seem natural that such a reign of ter¬ 
ror would cause the people to be first sullen, then fiercely re¬ 
sentful, and finally to rise in armed revolt against their oppres¬ 
sors; but the recent histor)^ of Russia and its satellite nations 
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shows that the Communist |5ractice of killing or arresting their 
political opponents has been successful. Finally, there are few 
people left who dare disagree with the government. The Chi¬ 
nese on Formosa agree that the mass terrorism by the Com¬ 
munists is effective and powerful. One said: “If the Com¬ 
munists keep China for ten years, they will have an unbreakable 
hold.” Another said that they could achieve it in two years. 
Some of the details of cruelty seemed almost too terrible to 
believe. Before long, I was to be in Hong Kong with a chance 
to cheek with people who had recent personal knowledge of 
the Communist atrocities in Red China. 

It was conceded on Formosa that the Communists had 
succeeded in slowing down inflation though they have not 
stopped it; steady depreciation of the currency fits nicely into 
their plans for depriving the people of the impulse to save, so 
they will be wholly dependent on government. Just as infla¬ 
tion is a valuable Communist tool, it had been for years the 
curse of the Nationalist Covernment and was a major factor 
in its downfall. The reasons for inflation, which finally became 
violent, arc obvious. Most of the world has forgotten how long 
China suffered from wars and destruction, 'lire JajMncsc at¬ 
tacked China in 1957, years before they attacked us at 
Pearl Harbor, and the war ravaged the nation for eight years; 
then, when peace came to the rest of the world, it did not come 
to China. Mao Tse-tung’s Chinese Communist armies received 
from the Russians a fresh supply of captured Japanese arms, 
so the war-weary and exhausted Chiang government faced a 
new attack from a fresh, well-supplied enemy. Betrayed by 
Russia in 1945 almost as soon as the ink was dry on Stalin’s 
thirty-year treaty of friendship and alliance, Chiang also 
found himself deserted by his other wartime ally, the United 
States. Instead of support he got abuse and public repudia¬ 
tion. 
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Tlie Chinese arc a very polite people: they are also bright. 
Never did both cliaracteristics show up more than in their 
answers to iny delicate questions about our failure to supply 
arms when tbey needed them most. No one raised the ques¬ 
tion; I had to raise it. Even the answer from one of the most 
important members of the government was mild: ‘Wc did 
receive some guns, ammunition, and aircraft. But for some 
reason we never got the right ammunition for the guns or the 
right guns for the ammunition. W^iatevcr was sent was always 
too late. We could never get parts for the aircraft we had and 
the planes that were sent to us were always short of tails or 
some otlicr essential part. 

''I don't believe this was government policy. I don't even be¬ 
lieve it was tlic fault of anv individual man. I can't believe it. 
It must have been just the result of your letdown after the war 
and the complication of bureaucracy, with which we, too, are 
familiar.” 

Throughout my trip, I got frank answers on almost every 
subject. Perhaps because of my own natural bluntncss, per¬ 
haps because they regarded me as a friend and knew I would 
not reveal who made a particular statement, 1 was usually able 
to break through their natural reserve. Tliis time I did not try. 
What my friend really thought, I will never know. All I can 
report is what he said. 

Luncheon with the Legislative and Control Yuans was al¬ 
most like a college reunion. As we gathered before lunch, I 
met one after another of my fellow alumni from the Univer¬ 
sity of Michigan, where I received my B.A., and from Colum¬ 
bia University, where I got my law degree. We talked about 
our college days and about the members of the faculty we re¬ 
membered. They proudly explained that there were sixty Co¬ 
lumbia and eighty Michigan graduates on the island, many of 



112 Journey to the Far Pacific 

them in the Legislative Yuan. More than five hundred mem¬ 
bers of the two Yuans were present, some dressed in native 
clothes, more in Western garb. They ineluded merchants, 
scholars, herb doctors, soldiers, and farmers. A number of the 
members were women. Together they represented a large 
majority of the first elected legislative body in five thousand 
years of Chinese histor\^ 

During the lunehcon I was seated beside Yu Yu^jen, Presi¬ 
dent of the Control Yuan. He is a lifelong revolutionary and 
today, at seventy-three, bearded, ascetie, dressed in flowing 
Chinese robes, he is a striking and powerful figure in tlic gov¬ 
ernment. At the end of the luncheon Yu Yu jen welcomed me 
with a gracious speech followed by a brief and delightfully 
humorous speech by the President of the Legislative uan. 

As I was introduced my mind flashed back to the time 1 had 
addressed the members of the legislative body of the Repub¬ 
lic of Korea in Pusan. Then, as now, I was embarrassed be¬ 
cause I knew I could not possibly give them the words of en¬ 
couragement and all-out support I knew they hoped to hear. 
At least I could give them words of personal friendship and 
cheer. Every two or three sentences I would stop for the trans¬ 
lator and I found that cvciything I said was greeted with ap¬ 
plause, cither courteous or enthusiastic: I never figured out 
whicli. I was able to give them reassurance that the people of 
America had an ancient and abiding friendship with the 
people of China; that we have proved our friendship many 
times in the past and that I personally believed we would prove 
it again as America and Free China worked out our difficulties 
as free men and as equals. I reiterated my own conviction that 
our relationship was that of equal partners, and I was im¬ 
pressed, as I was throughout the trip, by the warmth with 
which this assertion of mutual interest and equality as human 
beings was received. 
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Formosa was settled by Chinese who migrated to the island 
from h'ukicn Province during a period of strife and great dis¬ 
tress in the seventeenth century. Nearly 2,000,000 came during 
that period, bringing with them the culture and skills of China 
to what was then a sparsely settled island. In later periods of 
distress on the mainland, an additional 1,000,000 Chinese 
came to the island and migration continued even after For¬ 
mosa had been ceded by China to Japan at the end of the 
Sino-Japanese War in 1895. After fifty years of occupation and 
of the teaching of Japanese in the schools, the basic dialect is 
still that of Fukien Province during the first half of the seven¬ 
teenth century. 

The name Taiwan comes from the aborigines who inhab¬ 
ited the island before the Chinese settled there, 'llicy were 
known as the Dai-Wan. Sometime during the centuries the D 
was changed to a T and the official name in both Japanese and 
Chinese has long been Taiwan. 

The aborigines still live on the island. Tlicy arc a fierce, 
head-hunting tribe of primitives who make their homes in the 
high mountain fastnesses running up and down the center of 
the island. Five costly military expeditions were sent into the 
interior by the Japanese over the years; two of them never 
came back. Nevertheless, while the Japanese reduced the abo¬ 
rigines by economic and military measures from an estimated 
350,000 to 150,000, they never succeeded in conquering or 
civilizing them. The Chinese have no trouble with the head¬ 
hunters: they do not molest them and in turn they arc not 
molested. 

Formosa was efficiently if sternly administered during the 
Japanese occupation, producing a substantial surplus of sugar, 
rice, and other exports. At the end of World War II in 1945? 
when the island was transferred back to China, the Chinese 
Governor was welcomed by the populace as an emancipator. 
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At last tlicy were rid of their oppressors. Tlicy could be Chi¬ 
nese again. But unfortunately tlic Governor was a bad one. An 
incident in\T)lving the cruel and senseless beating of a native 
by Chinese soldiers inflamed the people of the island. Soon 
the young native men all over Formosa were approaching any 
stranger and asking for his name and identification. If he did 
not speak the local dialect he was given a severe beating. 

Violence raged through the island. Pretending to seek 
peace, the Governor sent for native leaders to ask for the 
names of all whom he might appoint as a committee to restore 
good relations. As soon as he had his list of names the Governor 
deployed troops all over the island and practically all of the 
leaders wliose names were on the list were sciz.ed and killed. 
Tlic best estimates are that between three and five thousand 
of the ablest people on the island were dead when the massacre 
ended. "Phe bitterest hatred of the Nationalist Government rc^ 
suited. It was not until 1949 when the whole Nationalist 
Government moved to Formosa that the Governor was called 
to account and executed. *^11115 retribution and \hc appoint¬ 
ment of K. G. Wu as Governor brought about much better 
feeling and the relationship between the government and the 
people greatly improved. 

With inflation eating away at its vitals, Formosa is in trouble. 
Tlie island took a bad beating from American bombs during 
the war. A large share of the factories and power plants built 
by the Japanese were bombed out; airfields were knocked to 
pieces and transport was almost paralyzed; food supplies and 
production of both food and industrial goods fell disastrously. 
ITiis island, which had previously been quite capable of sup¬ 
porting 5,000,000 people, suddenly found itself carrying the 
whole government of China, 600,000 troops and more than 
2,000,000 new civilians—merchants, farmers, teachers, govern¬ 
ment employees, and refugees who had come with the Nation- 
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alist Government to Formosa. By 1951 the pojjulation liad in¬ 
creased to more than 9,000,000 and the problems of food 
supply, housing, and sanitation were crushing. 

It is agreed by disinterested witnesses that the members 
of the government are not making money today, whatever 
others may have done formerly on the mainland. The gold 
reserves that w'cre brought to I'crmosa have been reduecd to a 
dangerous level to carry the terrible deficit. Government offi¬ 
cials arc paid little enough; the members of the Legislative 
Yuan, for example, draw the equivalent of about fifty dollars 
a month. Madame Wu is a distinguished artist, and to make 
ends meet for Governor Wu and herself they held a public 
auction of all her paintings at Manila, bringing in $20,000 
American money. The Wus have been supporting them¬ 
selves on the proceeds ever since. Other leaders of the govern¬ 
ment are living in actual want. Even the Generalissimo and 
Madame Chiang live in a modest home in the hills. The aver¬ 
age civil servant gets about ten dollars a month in American 
money, which is not enough to live on. Many hold other jobs 
at night; usually more than one member of the family works. 
An army private gets two dollars a month, plus his food, cloth¬ 
ing, and medical care, or about twelve dollars. An army major 
gets fifteen dollars plus fuel and rations for himself and his 
family. lie is actually not much better off than the private. 

Hie basic staple, rice, is artificially held down to a low price; 
tea and vegetables are grown on the i.sland in large quantities 
and arc reasonable in price; but other food is high. Beef and 
fresh eggs arc almost prohibitive; milk is scarce and butter must 
be imported from Australia; coffee costs two dollars a pound. 
American advisers have stimulated the rapid grov th of the 
fishing industry to provide a better diet for an underfed people 
and altogether conditions arc improving but there is much still 
to be done. 
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Under the leadership of Governor Wu and with the im¬ 
portant help of Aineriean engineers, factories, bombed-out 
electric power plants, airports, highways, and transport facili¬ 
ties have been rebuilt, and produetion inereased above prewar 
levels. A new system of irrigation lias been devised to increase 
production of sugar cane. The schools established by the Jap¬ 
anese have been continued and greatly enlarged, with Manda¬ 
rin becoming the official language. Medical health centers have 
been expanded and new ones created. 

Tlie tax structure has been reorganized with interesting re¬ 
sults. The sales tax had been three per cent. It was cut to six 
tenths of one per cent with the amazing result that collections 
actually increased. That experience underlines my own obser¬ 
vation that in many nations of the world nobody pays any 
taxes except those who get caught. Certainly that is true in 
Asia and in many countries of Europe and South America. 

Land reform was the next great task. While plans were be¬ 
ing discussed and arc still under w'ay to buy uj) the land held 
by large holders and sell it to the tenants, one broad step was 
taken immediately. Rents had run to half and more of all 
crops. By law rents were reduced to ^7.5 per cent. This created 
great good will among the tenant farmers, and with new in¬ 
centives before them rice production increased to a record, 
leaving a surplus for exj^ort after feeding the whole population 
of the island. 

I heard about all these improvements from one after an¬ 
other on Formosa and the story was the same from both 
Americans and Chinese. As usual, I w^as looking forw^ard to 
my day in the country when I could see these agricultural 
changes at first hand; as alw^ays, they looked different face to 
face. 

In the company of Dr. Raymond T. Moyer I set off to sec 
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some Formosa farms. Dr. Moyer made a fine impression on me 
and I was deliglrtcd to find that he was a graduate of our State 
College of Agriculture at Cornell. Despite liis own immense 
personal contribution, it was not long before I found that he 
was discouraged by a number of factors and he has since re¬ 
signed and returned home, to the great loss of our Chinese 
friends. 

The first farm we visited was about twenty miles out of 
Taipei and here it seemed to me that 1 found all the problems 
of the island rolled up into one. As we stopped by the road¬ 
side, a half dozen naked youngsters were swimming in the 
brown water of an irrigation ditch. Overcome with embarrass¬ 
ment by this visitation, they scrambled out and ran for the 
house to get their shorts. The fanner, middle-aged, stooped, 
bearded, and wearing just a gray .shirt and tattered shorts, 
seemed to epitomize the Asian peasant. 'I’liis time there was no 
large group of government officials, only Dr, Moj er, Paul Lock- 
wood, Ed Galvin, and an interpreter. We had even persuaded 
our Ciiincse hosts that we did not need a military guard. I 
had insisted upon a native interpreter because a government 
employee who spoke with a strange dialect would not as easily 
gain the confidence of the natives. So our interpreter was a 
native Taiwanese who spoke their seventeenth-century Fukien 
dialect and pretty good English. 

Tire farmer ushered us into the living room of his long, one- 
story, ancient brick farmhouse. The room was ten feet square, 
dominated by a painting of Buddha over the mantel; one 
rough, strong table and three nanow benches were all the 
furniture in the room, the benches being standard farmhouse 
equipment—three to four feet long, six inches wide, and worn 
smooth by many decades of use. 

Once again I had difficulty in getting the fanner’s family 
straight. There was a young woman carrying a baby; he ex- 
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plained that slic was his daughter, but later it developed that 
she was really liis adopted daughter. If a fanner’s family has 
no daugliters or sons, it is the custom to adopt a daughter. 
When she marries, her young husband moves into the family 
and carries on the fatlicr's work. More wmnen and children 
kept coming in until I was thoroughly confused. It finally 
cvohx'd that the farmer was a widower, operating the farm 
with his brother-in law, his son, his son-in-law, and their wives 
and cliildren. 

Tlie \^'l]olc farm was an acre and a half and supported 
seventeen people. Tlic farmer was happy that the government 
had cut his rent but added: “My rice brings little more in 
Taiwan dollars than it did before, but everything I buv has 
gone up two or three times in price. Things arc very hard."' 

This was a new side of the picture. At a stop at a co-opera¬ 
tive, 1 learned more about it. The co-operative was a substan¬ 
tial brick building, old but scndceable, set back from the road. 
There were about fifteen poorly dressed men and women work¬ 
ing at desks. Before long I was off in the corner with the 
manager, the assistant manager, and a clerk, drinking a cuj) of 
tea. Each was an old-timer with fifteen to twenty years' service 
in the co-operative. It was curious to see Chinese whose man¬ 
ners were more Japanese than Chinese; they even looked a 
little Japanese because they had typical Japanese dentistry 
with the gold around and between the biting edges of their 
teeth. Like all country people, they were remarkably open and 
frank, often interrupting each other to pour out their opinions. 
It soon became clear that the co-operative was not a co¬ 
operative at all, but a government-operated agency which col¬ 
lected taxes paid in rice by the farmers. It also sold the farmers 
seed, corn-meal cake, and other supplies, sometimes on credit. 

Tlic credit function of the co-operative is very important 
because the usury on Formosa is the worst I have ever seen. 
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To borrow money for business or farm use, the ordinary rate 
of interest is a hundred per cent a year; as further evidence 
of this inflation, the Bank of Taiwan pays its depositors an 
interest of four and a half per cent per month—or nearly sixty 
per cent a year. y\ll of this shocked me, but like everything 
else in Asia that seemed so strange, there was an exjdanation. 
The co-operative manager explained: “Inflation has been 
raging in T'ormosa. If a moneylender has a hundred dollars 
to lend, he must bear in mind that at the end of the year it 
may be worth only fifty dollars in iiurchasing power. If he 
is going to lend his money he must get at least a hundred 
per cent interest if he is to have the same amount of purchas¬ 
ing power at the end of the year, without any profit. If a 
lender can’t get his hundred per cent interest, he’d be better 
off buying a pig or a few bags of rice. At least they will still 
be worth the same in purchasing power when he wants to sell 
them. 

“The fanners have been hit hard by the inflation too,” he 
continued. “In many ways they are worse off than before the 
land reform. For one thing, the landlords used to repair the 
drainage ditches and keep them in shape to flood the rice pad¬ 
dies. Now, after the owners pay their taxes, they don’t have 
enough money left to maintain the ditches. 

“llic price of rice is worse too. Rice used to bring the world 
price. Today, with price control, the farmer gets less than the 
world price and part of the time as little as half. We under¬ 
stand the government’s problem. 'Tlicy can’t let the price of 
rice go up to the city people, but when the price of land, 
machiner)", and fertilizer all go up, the farmer suffers badly.” 

Fertilizer is still high on Formosa and the average farmer 
meets about half his needs with night soil. As in Japan, farmers 
collect night soil in the villages and cart it out in “honey 
buckets” for use on their owm fanns and to sell to their neigh- 
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bors. In Formosa carts as well as plows are usually pulled by 
water buffalo. 1 had never been close to one before and 1 was 
first impressed by his huge size, smooth skin, and ferocious 
appearance. Actually he is a patient, hard w'orkcr in the fields 
and on the roads; he can be handled by the smallest child in 
the family and is dangerous only to strangers and, particularly, 
foreigners, they say. 

Driving dovni the road, I noticed a colony of half a dozen 
houses which Dr. Moj’cr said were on the poorest farms in the 
neighborhood. I said I w'anted to see them so we got out of 
the cars and w^alkcd up the narrow', dusty road between the 
rice paddies. On one side a farmer was plowing a paddy in 
water up to his knees, while a farmer on the other side was 
han'esting his rice. This was a family job. Two small boys 
were cutting the yellow rice with long curved knives and tying 
the stalks into bundles. Another small boy took the bundles 
to a little box about three by four feet. It turned out to be a 
Formosa threshing machine, with a treadle which turned a 
drum whose spikes knocked off the heads of the rice. Another 
boy would carry the rice to a flat sun-baked space where it was 
raked out on the ground to dry. Tin's is woman’s work and 
either the mother or one of the daughters rakes the rice back 
and forth for one or two days until the heat of the sun has 
dried it. Tlic process of raising and harvesting rice by hand 
is infinite labor; it is terribly hard to see how one family can 
raise enough to feed itself and pay the taxes. 

At the end of the road we stopped at the first house. In the 
small front yard was a pen holding four half-grown jsigs while 
a half dozen chickens scratched in the dirt. A big, cheerful 
woman appeared at the door; taller than the average Formosan, 
at least five foot seven, she said with a glowing smile: “You 
are welcome.” The interpreter introduced us and asked if we 
might come in to see her home. “Of course, it is a great 
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pleasure to have you visit me.” In the little living room she 
showed us her pride and joy, a worn-out Singer sewing 
machine. Beside it there was a pile of clean cotton cloth. “I 
do some sewing for our neighbors,” she said. “It helps with 
our income.” 

Her husband was off working, not on his own land or even 
as a tenant—he was working as a farm hand for whoever had a 
job to be done—the very bottom of the economic scale. When 
I asked how he made out, she said; “He gets work about half 
the days of the year, wherever he can find it in the neighbor¬ 
hood. 'Ibc farmers always pay him in rice.” I did a little mathe¬ 
matics which shou'cd that his pay amounted to about fifty 
cents American money a day when he could get work. 

She showed us through their tiny, immaculate house and as 
we came back out into the front yard I pointed to the pigs. 

“How do you feed them?” I asked. “Where is your garden?” 

“We have no garden. We can’t buy any land and there isn’t 
any for rent. We buy the grain we feed to the pigs.” 

This stopped me completely. “If I raised pigs on my farm,” 
I said, “and bought the feed for them, I would lose money. 
How can you afford to buy feed to raise them and make any 
profit?” 

She laughed heartily: “Wc don’t expect to make anything. 
That’s just the way we save money. ^Vllatcvcr happens, when 
the pigs arc fat, they n'ill bring a good price. Tlicn wc can buy 
more pigs and more grain to feed them.” 

Tliis buxom, happy, thirty-year-old woman with no educa¬ 
tion had mastered the secret of inflation. Tlicse pigs were her 
hedge against the decline in the value of the Taiwan dollar. 
She knew that if she and her husband saved their money and 
put it in a bank it would go down steadily in value. She also 
knew that if she put her tiny savings in pigs they would go up 
in value. 
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On the way back to town I mentally rearranged some more 
of my ideas about the people of Asia. Perhaps the greatest 
mistake of all is to assume that intelligence and education 
mean the same thing. Ihcy don't. In country after country, 
talking with farm people, I found that though they could not 
read or write they had a fine understanding of agriculture, of 
the good and bad points of their government, and of luiman 
relations. 'Diey have something else, too. Ilowcx^er unskilled 
and backward they may seem, there is a tenderness of family 
devotion and a strength of family ties from which most of us 
could learn a lot. It is true that life is held cheap in Asia; but 
it is also true that family tics there seemed to me to be closer 
than in most other parts of the world I have ^ isited. 

Formosa today presents an interesting ])ictnrc of the new 
China that had grown up before the Reds took over. For 
centuries China w^as a man's wnrld. Under the new constitu- 
tion, women liave been elected to the Legislative Yuan and 
hold appointive offices, llieir position and influence have in¬ 
creased cnormouslv. 

j 

The emancipation of wnmen has had some interesting by¬ 
products. A recent Chinese visitor from Formosa relates the 
sad tale of Miss Chu Cheii-yun wbo committed suicide by 
jumping into Sun-Moon Lake, one of the most beautiful in 
all Formosa. Tlie ease was widely reported in the local press 
and attracted iiiueh attention because the young lady wiis a 
w^ell-know^n teacher at the engineering college. Before long it 
got around that for some time prior to her death she had been 
having an affair with Wang Shi-an, dean of the college, which 
was iKokeii up wiicn Wang's wife arrived from the main¬ 
land. Ever}'one believed that Miss Chu committed suicide 
because she was despondent over her broken romance and a 
w^ave of indignation swept through all the women's organiza- 
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tions; meetings were held and resolutions were adopted de¬ 
manding that Wang be arrested. Of course there was no par- 
tieular statute that he had violated but the criminal law in Asia 
is not so much a matter of what is written in books as what a 
judge thinks the law should be. 

llie pressure from the women’s organizations finally caused 
the police to arrest Wang and place him on trial, charged with 
inciting Miss Chu’s suicide and with “using the influence of 
his position to seduce.” After a widely publicized trial the 
judge dismissed the first charge for lack of evidence but found 
Wang guilty of seduction and sentenced him to a three year 
term in prison. 

Tlic sentence divided the island into two warring camps. 
Tlic men were outraged, believing Wang had committed no 
crime; the women were outraged, believing that he was not 
only guilty of a crime but that the punishment was much too 
light. The latest report was that the prosecuting attorney, a 
man, had finally filed an appeal to a higher court on the ground 
that the sentence was not heavy enough. 

'^Tlic level of health on Formosa is surprisingly good despite 
the presence of all of the usual endemic diseases of the Orient. 
Tlicrc are three kinds of doctors on Fonnosa: the few Anglo- 
American-trained doctors who use modern scientific tech¬ 
niques; tlic jajxmcse-Cennan school of doctors who practice 
the old arts of medicine with few modern techniques and little 
scientific laboratory work; and the ancient Chinese herb doc¬ 
tors, who horrified Dr. Hillcboe. Tlie herb doctors still practice 
the ancient basic Chinese medicine. They teach that the Wu- 
hsiu or five factors in the body are: metal, wood, water, fire, 
and earth. According to their theory, illness is a maladjustment 
of one of those elements. By taking the pulse, they determine 
which one of the elements is out of order and prescribe ancient 
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herb medicines. Many of them have an intuitive sense of the 
psychology of the patient and arc able to do some good, but 
their medicines arc regarded by modern doctors as virtually 
useless. If the herb doctor decides you have too much iron in 
your .system, he takes a batch of powders, including ground 
“unicorn” horn, and mixes them together. He tells the patient 
to swallow the concoction three times a day for about two 
weeks. “If they don’t kill the patient by that time,” said Dr. 
Hillcboe, “he is usually over what he had anjTvay and the herb 
doctor gets the credit.” 

Every effort to regulate the herb doctors in the past has been 
fruitless, partly because in many areas of China they arc the 
only doctors available. Now a new' factor has arisen: several of 
them arc members of the Legislative Yuan. Whenever any 
attempt at regulation is introduced they see to it that there is 
“a grandfather clause” attached to the proposal—one which pro¬ 
tects all who are already practicing or studying the profession. 

There are some fairly modern hosj^itals in 'Faipei available 
to a limited number of people. Dr. Jlillcboc inspected a rural 
general hospital, w’hich is available to the masses of the 
people: “Tlic halls were dirtv and there were two or three stray 
dogs in the lobby,” he reported. “There were no screens on the 
windows. As we walked through the wards and rooms, the 
smell was almost overwhelming. When a patient is sick, he 
rents a room or a bed in the ward and gets some service from 
his visiting doctor. The ho.spital provides no food or nursing 
services; so the family moves in. They stay in the ward and 
build a little chareoal fire on the dirt floor to cook food for the 
patient. If he becomes seriously ill, all of his relatives come and 
they sleep around him. Toilet care and personal hygiene of the 
patient has to be done by the relatives; waste is sim25ly thrown 
out the window. While the doctors do their best, Fm afraid 
that this hospital is more of a place for dying than for getting 
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well.” It was reminiscent of his reports on rural hospitals in 
Japan. 

By contrast, his report of other efforts in the rural areas 
of Formosa was more encouraging. Tlicrc were some compara¬ 
tively good hospitals; in Taiwan Province there are 22 health 
centers and 240 health stations, each station having a physi¬ 
cian, a nurse, a midwife, an inspector, and a laboratory techni¬ 
cian. Tlic Chinese pliysician in charge of a health station often 
gets more salary than his superior, who is in charge of the whole 
province. Tire nurses take their work to the whole countryside, 
one nurse handling calls on a hundred families, giving them 
bedside care, obstetrical care, and all other nursing in the 
home. “I smiled to myself,” said Dr. Ilillcboc, “when 1 thought 
what one of our public health nurses in New York State would 
say if we asked her to travel over dirty, bumpy roads on a 
bicycle with two medical bags on the handlebars, to take care 
of a hundred families. 

“The head nurses in two of the centers are American-trained 
and speak good English, "^nrey really know their jobs. With all 
they have to do, I don’t see how they can face it; but I guess 
they don’t have time to stop and think, or they would have 
given up long ago and gone someplace else.” 

Tlie American-trained local doctor in charge of one province 
told Dr. riillcboc that there is one trained doctor for every 
2400 people, which is high by all Asian standards, and that, 
despite all of the handicaps, the facilities for medical care arc 
better than ever before; “We can make Formosa a model of 
health for all Asia if we’re given time, more trained people, and 
more of the medical supplies that can only come from 
America.” 

The Nationalist Army on Formosa is a military question 
mark. It was a broiling hot day when I went for a military in- 
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spection in the company of Major General William C. Chase, 
ehief of our MAAG for Formosa, and General Sun Li-jen, eom- 
maiidcr of the ground forces. 

'Ihc members of our MAAG group on Formosa have the 
refreshing point of view that they are guests. 'Ihey do not 
think of themselves as bosses .sent out to give orders to inferior 
people. 'I’hey have set up no faney headquarters; they have not 
commandeered the best buildings in town; they work well and 
effectively with the Chine,se; there has been no brawling or 
rowdiness, no effort to take advantage of their position or to 
impress the natives. All 300 of our officers and enlisted men 
arc making friends for us ever\' day. I wished our civilian mis¬ 
sions in otlicr lands were all as competent, as quiet, friendly, 
and effective. 

Tire day before our inspection trip one of the American 
officers told me something of General Sun; “lie is a graduate 
of Purdue and of V.M.I., you know. He is a real fighting man 
and a great leader. In 1942 a British division was surrounded 
by the Japanese on a mountain in Burma and the commanding 
general advi.scd Sun Li-jen by radio that he would have to sur¬ 
render. Back came a message from General Sun: ‘Hold out two 
days and I will fight my way through to your rescue or die in 
the attempt.’ With 8000 men. Sun attacked the Japanese, 
turned their flanks, and cleared an escape route for the British; 
out of his 8000 men. Sun suffered 2000 casualties. In grati¬ 
tude for his exploit the British Government conferred upon 
him the Order of the British Empire. 

As we arrived for the inspection, a regiment of 1100 men 
broken up into squads were scattered all over the field. 
Stripped to the waist, wearing only shorts, they were engaged 
in the most vigorous training exercises: throwing dummy hand 
grenades, engaged in bayonet practice, in machine-gun asseni- 
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bly, assembling Signal Corps radios, and in dry-run training in 
how to shoot American Springfield rifles. 

\Vlicn we came to the group who were doing straight ath¬ 
letic work from parallel bars, I noticed that quite a few lacked 
the strength to pull themselves up and over. General Sun 
quietly remarked: “Tlicy arc not getting enough food.” Later 
General Ghasc, Madame Ghiang, and the American reporters 
all confirmed that the army was not getting enough to cat. 
In addition to rice they get some fish but altogether their diet 
has little more than half the calorics served the average Amer¬ 
ican soldier. 

We did not witness the more rugged training. In this a 
number of soldiers arc divided into two groups. One man of 
the first group throws a live grenade at the second group, one 
of whom must throw it back before it explodes, while the first 
group takes cover. General Sun admitted that it was tough but 
added, “We have had very few casualties, less than one in a 
thousand. Tliis kind of training wall save thousands of lives in 
combat.” Final stages of training also include taking “enemy- 
occupied” hills under both live machine-gun and rifle fire. 

I could understand why our MAAG group were impressed, 
llieir general opinion was that about 200,000 arc well trained 
and another 100,000 fairly well trained; the remaining 300,000 
arc yet to be trained or have special assignments. 

Our military men like and admire the Ghincse soldiers. By 
the end of the day I understood why: they are playing for 
keeps. When they were on the mainland they had been 
promised that if they surrendered they would be given honor¬ 
able discharges by the Communists and railroad tickets home. 
Tlicy now know that hundreds of thousands who did surren¬ 
der were immediately impressed into the Communist army and 
many were sent to be slaughtered in Korea. In the face of the 
doubts that many others have expressed, I personally believe 
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that few of them would desert to the Reds if Nationalist land¬ 
ings were made on the mainland. Tlicy tell me that you can 
double-cross a Chinese once but not twice. 

Colonel Leroy G. Heston of our Air Force spoke in the 
highest terms of the Chinese as combat pilots, having trained 
tlicm in the Philippines and later on the mainland during 
World War II. He says: “Tlicy make as fine pilots as there are 
in the world. All they need is airplanes to fly.” 

Of course Free China’s army needs much more than planes. 
Tlicy have little artillery, only small arms which will be useful 
in guerrilla warfare. Tlieir leadership needs better training and 
better pay. Tliey have never had a retirement system and few 
if any resign. In the three branches of the armed scrv'ices of 
the United States there are iioo general officers; on I'brmosa 
there arc 1700 generals. 

Chiang Kai-shek is the prisoner of his own successes. When 
he started his long effort to unite China it was ruled by many 
local governors, generals, and warlords. Instead of eliminating 
them all by conquest, he won many to the Nationalist Govern¬ 
ment by persuasion and of course gave them positions in the 
government. As a result, his vcr\' successes in bringing about 
the unity of China overloaded the Ship of State so heavily 
that they were among the reasons for the downfall of the 
government. Here on Formosa were 1700 generals still dream¬ 
ing of leading annies back to the mainland, but meanwhile 
contributing to the factionalism of the island and undermining 
the authority of Sun la-jcn over the ground forces. 'Hiis is 
another reason why the strongest advice must accompany our 
aid to Formosa if it is to be effective. 

Whatever its defects, the army on Formosa is the largest 
army in the Pacific on the side of freedom in the event of 
World War 111 ; it is a stabilizing factor which many believe 
has thus far helped prevent the Red Chinese from launching 
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an attack on Indo-China. It would be unwise to think of this 
army as a means of invading the mainland to hold territory to¬ 
day; but its potential is important for the future and for pos¬ 
sible guerrilla action sooner; meanwhile it holds this invaluable 
island fortress in our defense structure. 

The most furious man I met in the Orient was Generalis¬ 
simo Chiang Kai-shek; the most furious woman was Madame 
Chiang. I had met Madame Chiang during her wartime visits 
to this country where her eloquent speeches did much for the 
cause of Free China; and I had deplored the growing chilliness 
of the Wliite House towards her after the war. 

Chiang Kai-shek I had never met. He has never been to 
the United States; as a matter of fact, the farthest west he has 
ever traveled was to Moscow in 1923 and to Cairo, during the 
war. Except for brief journeys, he has spent his active life on 
Chinese soil and, having made himself the symbol of a united. 
China, he is one of the most controversial figures of our times. 

I had a rather confusing picture of the Generalissimo as a 
great patriot, as a stubborn and unyielding man, and as the 
only leader for many centuries who had ever reached the dizzy 
height of rule over a united China, however briefly. Flis ex¬ 
traordinary career shows why he has earned all of these reputa¬ 
tions. He was edueated in Japan; he was under Soviet influenee 
for several years; and he led the cause of a free and united 
China for a quarter of a century. He was kidnapped by two 
generals under Communist influence in 1936 but his moral 
leadership was so strong that they did not dare kill him. He 
fought the Japanese for eight years, the Chinese Communists 
for twenty-five. He became the wartime partner of the “Big 
Four” in world affairs and won through to triumph as the 
ruler of 450,000,000 people. Then exhaustion, followed by 
catastrophe, drove his government from the mainland and 
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here he was with his army and his government in exile on the 
little island of Formosa. 

I was curious to learn whether the Generalissimo’s dramatic 
changes in fortune had affected his acknowledged power of 
leadership. He still seemed to command a m}'stie loyalty from 
unnumbered followers. Corruption in his far-flung government 
of the mainland? Yes. Failure? Yes. Yet millions of Chine.se 
idolize him as a personally incorruptible, matchless spiritual 
leader. Both Chinese and Americans agree that his leadership 
is largely spiritual. One outstanding figure on Formosa told 
me; “Chiang is the only man who can hold this government 
together and he is the only man under whom it cannot suc¬ 
ceed.” While this bitter aphorism is partly false in both its 
aspects, it represents the viewpoint of one faction. 

Another story I had never heard before partly explains his 
tremendous moral influence. Wlrcn the Chinese were hard 
pressed by the Japanese during World War II the Gcnnan 
Ambassador in Japan was working to get China out of the 
war. A great many of Chiang Kai-shek's closest advisers were 
convinced that China should make a separate peace with Japan, 
llicj' knew the strength of the Communist armies in the north 
and from long experience they mistrusted all assurances of co¬ 
operation from Stalin. They felt that the ultimate danger 
would come from the Communists, arguing powerfully that 
they should settle with Japan and get busy eliminating the 
Communist armies. 

“llie Generalissimo would have none of it,” one Cabinet 
officer told me. “In the face of increasing pressure he stub¬ 
bornly resisted every proposal for a negotiated peace. ‘If I have 
to lead the fight against the Japanese alone I will do itl’ he ex¬ 
claimed. ‘I will never betray my American allies.’ 

“The report of his attitude went all through China. Even 
though many disagreed with it, they were forced to admire his 
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courage and his loyalty to his allies. He may be a terrible admin¬ 
istrator and he certainly has been betrayed by many of his 
associates. But his personal courage and adherence to principle 
have cemented our loyalty to him.” 

I had to travel to Formosa to learn another pointed lesson 
in modern history, one which I believe should be taught in 
every American school. In 1919 Sun Yat-sen, father of the 
Chinese Republic, asked the United States to provide military, 
technical, and economic advisers for the new Chinese Govern¬ 
ment on a tcn-ycar basis. The American Government turned 
down the request. So did Great Britain and France when Sun 
approached them. Only Soviet Russia remained and Russia 
quickly accepted the invitation. As a result, all of the Chinese 
leaders in the early days of the Republic came under Commu¬ 
nist influence and it was on the orders of Dr. Sun Yat-sen 
that Chiang visited Moscow in J923 for four months, having 
interviews with Trotsky and the then Foreign Commissar, 
Chichcrin, among others. 

Perhaps as a result of this visit, Chiang Kai-shek was one of 
the first to recognize the evil threat of Communism and to 
break aw'ay from Russian advisers, sensing that Russian friend¬ 
ship for China was the kind of friendship a wolf has for a 
lamb; and so began his ceaseless twcnty-five-ycar struggle for 
a free and united China. In the course of this struggle he 
married American-educated Mei-ling Soong; together they 
are the “first couple” of Free China, working for liberation. 
Paradoxically, Madame Chiang’s elder sister, the widow of 
Sun Yat-sen, is a Vice-President of the Communist People's 
Republic of Red China. 

My first visit with the Chiangs was at tea and there was no 
indication that it would lead to one of the most violent 
political discussions I have ever had. Madame Chiang wel¬ 
comed Karl Rankin and me to the simple combination living 



132 Journey to the Far Pacific 

room-dining room as the Generalissimo joined us. It was a 
charming party—at first. Madame Chiang and I recalled our 
meetings in America; the Generalissimo asked me many ques¬ 
tions about Japan and I asked him his estimates of the military 
and economic conditions on the mainland. 

At sixty-five years of age, as the Chinese compute it, he is still 
vigorous, both physically and intellectually. At times he paces 
up and down the room and speaks with great force. At other 
times he sits quietly and speaks with the calm of a Chinese 
philosopher, wiggling his foot in the traditional gesture of an 
Asian scholar. At the end of a pleasant hour I was sitting on 
the edge of my chair, ready to leave, since this was merely a 
formal preliminary call. Tlien somebody mentioned the 
Japanese peace treaty and there was nothing formal or pleasant 
about the hour-and-a-half that followed. For all his charm, 
Chiang Kai-shek can convey more sense of fury, frustration, 
anger, and bitterness through an interpreter than any man I 
ever met. Wlicn he paused for breath, Madame Chiang went 
into action in her beautiful English. It just happened that I 
was the first American the Generalissimo had seen since the 
published draft of the Japanese peace treaty had announced 
that neither lAcc China nor Red China would be allowed to 
sign it. Tire strength of his feeling was so powerful that it 
swept away the ordinary social amenities in a blast of scaring 
emotional bitterness; 

"I will accept full blame for losing the mainland in the 
struggle against the Communists. But must we become the 
victims of total abandonment by all those on whose side we 
fought so long and so hard when freedom hung in the bal¬ 
ance?” 

Fortunately I knew rather intimately the whole story of the 
Japanese peace treaty from the day John Foster Dulles under¬ 
took to negotiate it. I explained that his diEculties had been 
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almost insuperable; tlie Russians were sabotaging all treaty 
discussion and were successfully sowing seeds of suspicion not 
only in Asian countries but among our European allies; all 
Southeast Asia, including Indonesia and the Philippines, had 
been occupied by the Japanese and many were insisting on 
enormous reparations, which Japan obviously could not pay. 
I pointed out that the world’s last great treaty of vengeance— 
Versailles—had led straight to Hitler and the explosion of 
World War II. Tliis time we hoped to sow the seeds of friend¬ 
ship and freedom, without the night soil of dictatorship and 
war. America proposed to negotiate a treaty of reconciliation 
that would restore Japan as a free and democratic partner in 
tlic defense of the free world. 'Phis was vital not only to China 
but to the whole world. 

’Fire Pliilippincs, Southeast Asia, Australia, and New 
Zealand, fearing a resurgent militarist Japan, wanted to pre¬ 
vent Japanese rearmament. I’o meet their fears Ambassador 
Dulles had proposed treaties of mutual defense between the 
United States, Australia, New Zealand, and the Philippines as 
guarantees against future Japanese aggression. Tire British in¬ 
sisted on many provisions, including one for the benefit of 
their shipping industr}^ which would prevent Japan from re¬ 
building her own merchant marine; they also insisted that Red 
China be a party to the treaty. Ambassador Dulles had flatly 
refused to negotiate such a treaty with Red China, whose 
armies at that moment were killing both British and American 
soldiers in Korea; as a matter of principle, he refused to accept 
Red China while Free China was excluded. This raised such 
a crisis that, after completing his preliminary negotiations with 
the Pacific nations, he went to London to thrash it out. Ibe 
Labour Cabinet twice rejected the American concept of the 
treaty and were brought around to our point of view only after 
superhuman efforts. 
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I patiently explained all this amid many interruptions and 
in the face of great emotion. I described the urgency of the 
treaty: if the British Government did not sign, then the British 
Dominions would probably stand aside and with them most of 
Europe. Tire British Foreign Office could not be persuaded to 
sign the treaty with the Nationalist Government of Ghina 
since they had recognized Red Ghina, even though Red Ghina 
had not recognized Britain; to persuade them to omit Red 
Ghina from the signatories was a great triumph of American 
diplomacy. 

I might as well have whistled in the face of a Ghina Sea 
typlioon. After years of insults by our government and wdiat 
he believes to be our abandonment of China after the war, 
the Generalissimo’s feeling swept aside all argument: China 
had fought the Japanese for eight years, suffered 3,000,000 
casualties in the armed forces and uncounted millions of 
casualties among their own people; China had been our 
staunchest ally, engaging millions of Japanese troops on the 
mainland w'hen those troops might otherwise have been fight¬ 
ing Amerieans all over the Pacific. On top of that his govern¬ 
ment had fought a bitter and bloody battle against Communist 
aggression, before, during, and after the war. Wliilc the Com¬ 
munist troops gave the Japanese little or no trouble, they har¬ 
ried the Nationalist forces even after the Axis attacked Russia. 
Then in flagrant violation of the treaty of friendship and sup¬ 
port w'hich Moscow signed with Chiang on August 14, 1945, 
the Chinese Communist troops had fought their fomier allies 
for four years while the United States looked away. The final 
exclusion of Free China from the Japanese treaty had again 
humiliated the govemment of China before the world; de¬ 
feated Japan was to be allowed the power of the victor, to 
choose whether she would sign a peace treaty with her old 
enemy, the Nationalist Govemment of China, which won the 
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war, or with the Communist usurper, Mao Tsc-tung; betrayal 
was bad enough but humiliation was a blow from which 
recovery would be difficult in a land where face means so 
much. 

I couldn't refute the Generalissimo’s argument because so 
much of it was true. What 1 could do was point out the reasons 
for what had been done and the advantages which would flow 
from it. With the Japanese peace treaty completed, both 
America and Free China would be in a far better position in 
the Pacific. Without a treatv, we would corroborate the Com- 
munist propaganda charge that America intended to stay in 
Japan forever and ultimately to concjucr Asia. With the treaty 
accomjdishcd, the Communist propaganda line would be 
weakened. "Ihcn we could concentrate on a general treaty of 
mutual defense in the Pacific area. 

nie discussion w’as by no means fruitless. It served to bring 
up many factors which had not been well knovra on Formosa 
and, naturally, it was all on the most friendly personal basis. 
But I felt I had not succeeded until, as w'c stood up to leave, 
Karl Rankin spoke for the first time. In five minutes he sum¬ 
marized the situation better than I had done in an hour and a 
half. It was jrerfect; I was proud to have him representing our 
country. 

Twice in the course of his service in Europe he was in the 
midst of war as invading troops shelled and occupied Brussels 
in 1940 and Belgrade in 1941. On his tour of duty in Manila 
the Japanese invaders caught him and his wife, interning them 
for two years. The Rankins were exchanged late in 1943 and 
next assigned to Cairo at the height of the war in Africa; then 
to Greece in time for the Communist revolt of December 
1944. 

Karl Rankin is a dedicated man in the leadership of our 
mission to Formosa and the more I saw of him, the more I 
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respected him. The members of our mission got on well 
together and there was no backbiting either at the general con¬ 
ference we had or when I talked with them alone, 'ihey work 
well together as a team; the only thing they lack is any en¬ 
couragement from their own government. 

Of course, no single factor dominates this complex situation, 
just as no single faetor was responsible for the defeat on the 
mainland. Pcrliaps one of America’s greatest diplomatie 
blunders was the language of President Truman’s order in 
December 1941;, when he sent General Marshall to China. 
Tlris order made it elear to the world that Chiang Kai-shek 
had been directed by the American Government to settle with 
the Communists under pain of withdrawal of all American aid. 
To the Communists the President’s order meant that all they 
had to do was stall for time and demand a larger and larger 
share in the Chinese Government. Tliey had the written assur¬ 
ance of the President of the United States that he would give 
no more aid to the Nationalist cause unless the Communists 
got everything they asked for. 

Four years later came the famous White Paper, issued in 
1949 by our State Department, attacking the Nationalist 
Government on many counts and explaining why we could 
not extend more aid. It hit Formosa like an atom bomb. Tlicrc 
it was regarded as the most bitterly unfair attack ever launched 
by one so-called friendly nation against another. As one 
Chinese put it to me: “'Die White Paper did us more harm 
than all the years of Communist propaganda because it came 
from those who were supposed to be our friends.” Die Legis¬ 
lative Yuan was outraged by this attack on their government 
and acted as any legislative body would, deTuanding a strong, 
detailed answer. George Yeh, the Foreign Minister, steadfastly 
advised against any official answer. During a long and turbulent 
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debate he explained his position to the Legislative Yuan; twice 
he resigned his office and twice he was restored to it. His view's 
finally won out. It was better to take the insult in silence than 
to issue a detailed documentary reply which, however sound 
it might be, would further increase the animosity of those in 
control of the American Government. For Free China must 
die without American support. 

Just a month before I left on my trip. President Tmman 
had made a political speech in Tennessee in which he had 
again referred to the Nationalist Government in scathing 
terms. This speech repeatedly came up during my visit to 
Fomiosa; again and again I was reminded how important it is 
for our American officials to learn that their words echo and 
re-echo around the world. Tlie slightest comment by the Presi¬ 
dent, the Secretary of State, or lesser officials echoes like 
thunder throughout sixty nations. The most irresponsible 
statement by a congressman or senator, speaking for nobody 
but himself, is headlined around the world and is often mis¬ 
taken to represent American policy. 

Material help is essential to the survival of Formosa; with a 
defense cost taking sixty per cent of the island’s small revenue, 
financial help is imperative; but what her leaders want most of 
all is the simple gesture of faith and friendship—which costs 
nothing. Premier Chen Cheng, one of the wisest leaders of 
the country, said: 

“Wliat we need most of all is moral support, so that we are 
not continuously shamed before the world by our greatest 
traditional friend. Next we need technical support so that we 
can do our jobs better. After that, we need political support in 
our relationships with other countries. Lastly we need material 
aid.” 

He was deeply grateful for the technical assistance, the ma¬ 
terial aid, and occasional political support we have given his 
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country; but like cveiy'onc else on Formosa, be utterly failed 
to understand why America, which is leading the world’s fight 
against Communism, should continuously give aid and com¬ 
fort as well as material to Soviet propaganda by making po¬ 
litical attacks on our wartime ally, the Nationalist Govern¬ 
ment. 

They certainly have no illusions on Formosa about the na¬ 
ture of Communism. Major General Cliiang Clung-kuo, the 
eldest son of the Generalissimo, is in command of the 
island police. In fact, it is said he operates eiglit different groups 
of police, including coimtcr-intelligcncc, army education, and 
anti-Connnunist indoctrination, each spying on the other and 
on cvciy'body else. Moscow-trained and married to a Russian 
woman, he is nevertheless thoroughly anti-Communist, though 
he uses some Soviet methods. Chiang Ching-kuo has also 
cstabli.shcd a system of political commissars in the army over 
whom General Sun Li-jcn has no control. The political work 
in the army was explained as necessary for the indoctrination 
and education of the troops. Whatever the explanation, our 
MAAG group takes a dim view of it. 

However repulsive this intensive police work, I found 
tliat it was set up to deal with something even more repulsive- 
sudden death. 'I'lic government of Free China was in deadly 
peril from the moment it moved from the mainland to For¬ 
mosa. It was sad to hear how some of the high-ranking officials 
had been entrapped by the Communists. Many of their sons 
or daughters had been in schools on the mainland; those whom 
the Communists converted were sent personally to Formosa 
to urge their fathers to collaborate with the Reds under 
promise of protection when Mao took over the island; others 
were forced to send messages to their fathers, warning that 
failure to collaborate with the Communists would result in the 
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execution of their sons and daughters by the Chinese Reds. 
Faced with this terrible choice, some Chinese Nationalists be¬ 
trayed their trust and went over to Communism. 

“We now know,” said one of my American fricnd.s, “that 
Chiang’s government was threatened by attack not only from 
the mainland but from within. Many Communist spies and 
traitors came to the island along with the government, the 
troops, and the millions of refugees. 

“Investigations disclosed that treason ran almost to the 
highest levels. The Deputy Minister of Defense was caught 
with a two-way radio right in his own office, communicating 
every day with the Red Government on the mainland. He was 
quietly arrested and the radio taken over by the secret police. 
For three months messages continued to be exchanged with 
the mainland and a list of traitors and collaborators was gradu¬ 
ally compiled. It included many in powerful positions such as 
the head of all the electric power and other utilities on the 
island, as well as many minor figures. 

“The scheme for seizing the i-sland from within had been 
worked out in every detail. Tire head of the public utilities, 
for example, was carefully instructed during this period how 
and w'hen to cut off all electric power on the island; but he was 
also carefully instructed not to allow the destruction of any 
plants.” 

Wlien the Communists on the mainland finally discovered 
they were being duped and the arrests came out in the open, 
the spies and traitors on Formosa were tried and shot. No one 
thinks that all of them were caught, and on Formosa the price 
of continued existence is eternal vigilance. Two Red spies 
were caught and executed while I was there. These stem 
security measures have paid off in law and order, however, for 
Fomiosa was the last country I visited until I reached Australia 
where Communist assassins and guerrillas were not a constant 
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menace. Members of the Cabinet told me that two years earlier 
they could not possibly appear on the street without a heavy 
bodyguard and could never travel at night. Today both Chinese 
and Americans agree that order has been so effectively restored 
that they can walk the streets alone in perfect safety by day 
or night. 

Oiie of the things I sought on Fonnosa, as usual, was the 
opinion of the newspapermen stationed at Taipei. I have 
found that the press and radio representatives have at least a 
refreshing judgment on matters where statesmen walk deli¬ 
cately and with reserve. So I arranged a completely off-the- 
reeord social meeting with the American and European cor¬ 
respondents on Formosa. In that small group from all over the 
world I found ever}' kind of opinion and background because 
no two of them agreed on an}'thing. We had a lively two-hour 
argument: some felt that all of the over-age generals should 
be retired and removed from power so they could not undercut 
those who carried on active responsibility; others argued that 
many of the generals on the island had the genuine admiration 
and loyalty of 50,000,000 to 100,000,000 Chinese on the main¬ 
land. Many Chinese “generals” are politicians, they argued, 
not soldiers; some were originally teachers and scholars and 
tlicy see nothing inconsistent in the idea of seeking to promote 
their country’s welfare in politics as in war. No one had 
any illusions that the Formosa army could immediately land 
on the mainland and hold large areas. Its chief immediate use 
is to restrain the aggressive ambitions of both Russia and 
Peking, lliere was a strong feeling that this army and guerrillas 
in South China should be given every possible support. The 
whole Chinese Army of 600,000 men costs less than $100,000,- 
000 a year; it would cost thirty to fifty times as much to sup¬ 
port an American army of similar size. 
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One American remarked: “It would cost comparatively little 
to put this island on a sound financial basis. With its forty air 
fields and two naval bases, Formosa is essential to our own de¬ 
fense perimeter. A bankrupt Formosa would be a liability and 
not an asset, just as a bankrupt Japan would be. A little more 
technical aid, coupled with a little more money, could turn 
this island into a tremendous fortress. Nowhere ean so little 
aid gain so much strength for our side.” 

lire Nationalist Government still controls many islands in 
addition to Formosa. One group, the Pescadores, lying be¬ 
tween Formosa and the mainland, is of great strategie impor¬ 
tance for reconnaissance of the China coast and in intercepting 
ships with contraband for the Reds on the mainland. Other 
Nationalist islands are even closer to the mainland and I asked 
why the Reds had not seized them. One explanation was that 
the Communists had launched an assault on one island and 
had been driven off with great losses after a two-day battle; 
another explanation was that a certain amount of trading use¬ 
ful to both sides goes back and forth from those islands. I was 
inclined to believe both. 

Formosa has another strategic importance: the immense 
spiritual influence it exerts upon the overseas Chinese in South¬ 
east Asia and throughout the Pacific. In Indo-China, 1,000,000 
Chinese do much of the region’s business; almost half the 
population of Malaya is Chinese, as are 800,000 out of Singa¬ 
pore’s 1,000,000 people; in the Philippines 400,000 Chinese 
dominate the business community, as do the 2,000,000 Chi¬ 
nese in Indonesia. So long as Formosa remains free, these 
overseas Chinese will not be forced to look for leadership to 
Red China. 

Unlike Japan, Formosa was keenly aware of the problems of 
the rest of the world and particularly of Asia. The Free Chi- 
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nese know that Southeast Asia is a magnet to the Chinese 
Reds, for the mainland of China has just too many people and 
too little land, while Burma, lhailand, and Indo-China have 
a land surplus. So do the Philippines. So does Indonesia. 
"Plicsc areas have a fatal attraction for the Chinese just as they 
had for the Japanese so long as they were a militarist, aggressive 
power. Now Mao Tse-tung, with unlimited manpower and 
Russian support, has taken their plaee. 

One experieneed Chinese leader summed up the general 
Formosa attitude: “Your action in moving into Korea saved 
the position of America and the free world in the Orient. 
Now we arc worried over what will happen with a cease-fire. If 
the Red Chinese troops are released for other adventures, I 
very much fear they will join in an attack to run the h’rcnch 
out of Indo-China and take over all Southeast Asia. 

“There arc 200,000 to 250,000 Red Chinese troops stationed 
along the north border of Indo-China. At present, these Red 
Chinese troops are leaving the job of fighting the French 
to their puppet IIo Chi Minh and confine thcniselvcs to 
training officers, indoctrinating troops, and providing sup¬ 
plies. 

“But this is just a stalemate, it is no solution. I believe that 
the only solution is for Britain, France, and the native govern¬ 
ments to enter into a firm partnership within the structure of 
the United Nations. They can agree among themselves to pro¬ 
vide total defense for Southeast Asia. If they do, it will never 
be attacked.” 

“Wliat about the raw materials?” I asked. 

“It is equally important that you set up among you total 
control of resources. Rubber, tin, copra, and everything else is 
now leaking out of those countries to the Communists. If the 
great powers will work out a partnership with these Asian gov¬ 
ernments, providing a genuine system of control of all exports. 
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you can prevent this diversion of critical materials to the Com¬ 
munist countries. You should move boldly to see that it flows 
only into the free world.” 

“Assuming that were done,” I inquired, “what is your ap¬ 
proach to the guerrilla problem in all these countries?” 

“You should learn, if I may suggest it, that Communism in 
Asia is not the same as Communism in Europe or America. 
The Asian peoples do not understand that Communism is a 
new and worse form of absolute tyranny. Most of them just 
think of it as another economie theoiy'. In Asia, the only pos¬ 
sible solution for Communists is their total obliteration. One 
Communist is a cell and he divides and subdivides like an 
amoeba. Among uneducated people this spreading poison can 
destroy a country. 

“1 don’t believe that any American aid should be extended 
to any country in Asia which tolerates Communists. You 
never know when they are going to conquer a governTuent 
from within or by their guerrillas and everything you have 
given them may turn out to be money wasted.” 

Chiang Kai-shek and his Nationalist Covemment are con¬ 
troversial subjects. Despite all the arguments, one thing is 
clear; Tree China and its Fonnosa stronghold arc essential to 
Pacific defense. Ihc solid line of our Pacific defense structure 
runs from Alaska down through Japan, Okinawa, Formosa, 
and the Philippines. Without Formosa, the whole chain of 
defense would be cracked wide open; with it, the free world 
holds a mighty position which both serves the free peoples of 
the Pacific and also helps keep the threat of war thousands of 
miles from American shores. 

Even if Nationalist China were as bad as its enemies paint 
it, I would favor supporting it as one of the forces necessary to 
keep the Communists from overrunning the whole Pacific. If 
Chiang Kai-shek were as bad as his enemies claim he is, he 
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would still be a thousand times better than Mao Tse-tung, who 
has been killing American boys in Korea. 

There is no choice. In a fiercely troubled and dangerous 
world, we need all the friends we can muster for our own sur¬ 
vival. Nationalist China is on our side; Communist China is 
our self-elected enemy. 
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. . . From the status of a dependency enjoying for four dcC' 
ades the protection of the sovereign power, the Philippines 
rose ten years ago to take its place beside the United States 
in the war to repel imperialistic aggression in the Pacific. "Hie 
I’ilipino people, by bearing loyally their share in the great 
struggle, conclusively proved not only their right to freedom 
but also their willingness and capacity to defend it. 

Carhs P. Romulo, Foreign Sec¬ 
retary of the Philippines, at the 
signing of the United States- 
Philippincs Mutual Defense 
Pact, August 30, 1951 

T 

-Liie souTirr.RN tip of Formosa dropped behind ns and we 
were out over the South China Sea, heading for the Philip¬ 
pines, where the United States had conducted its greatest ex¬ 
periment in colonialism. Settling back in my seat, as the plane 
droned over the empty sea, I recalled some of the stories I had 
heard about the Philippines. They were discouraging to say 
the least, stories of the Communist link guerrillas who, it w'as 
reported, were terrorizing the countryside, even venturing at 
times into Manila itself. “It is absolutely impossible to go out 
into the country because no roads arc safe from Huk ambush,” 
I had been warned. 

On the flight out from Honolulu to Japan, I had met a 
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young couple who lived at Clark Field, about sixty miles north 
of Manila, where the young man had been stationed since the 
end of the war. II is report on conditions was decidedly unfa¬ 
vorable. After the Philippines had been granted their inde¬ 
pendence, the American armed forces hired Chinese guards for 
the air field. They were excellent, the young man said; the 
guards had few friends in the area and nothing to do but their 
duty; but local political pressure finally forced the Americans 
to dispense with the services of the Chinese and substitute 
Filipino guards who had altogether too many friends. It was 
good patronage but bad security. Discipline became lax and 
the link guerrillas infiltrated the whole district. “'Poday,” he 
said, “the area is so bad that the automobile trip from the 
field into Manila has to be made in a military convoy.” 

Economic conditions in the islands were so serious that 
President Truman had appointed a mission directed by Daniel 
W. Bell, president of a Washington bank, to make a study 
which had been published the preceding October. 1 had the 
report with me and it made gloomy reading. With unconscious 
irony, this mission from W''ashington sharjrly criticized the 
Philippine Government for deficit spending, graft, favoritism, 
and reluctance to face the problems of the countiye '“^rhe eco¬ 
nomic problem in the Philippines is over-population and very 
low inconic.s,” it went on. “In the past 10 years the population 
has increased by 25% . . . wages arc wholly inadequate, in 
some instances less than one peso (50 cents) a day. 

“The Treasury has a large and mounting deficit with taxes 
covering only 60% of the expenditures. . . . School teachers 
have not been paid. . . . New taxes, voted by the sjrccial ses¬ 
sion in Congress, cannot meet the budget needs and the cash 
position of the Treasur)' is becoming steadily worse. . . .” 

Tire report forecast a “new outburst of inflation, the burden 
of which will fall on those struggling for a living in a land of 
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very high prices and very low incomes. . . . Prices on the 
average arc three and one-half times as high as prewar. Most 
agricultural and industrial workers have no faith that their 
economic position can or will be improved. Businessmen fear 
a collap.se of the peso. , . . IncfEcicncy and even corruption 
in the government services arc widespread. . . . The situation 
is being exploited by the Communist-led Hukbalahap move¬ 
ment to incite lawlessness and disorder.” 

It was a dismal outlook. In fact, I do not recall ever having 
read a more discouraging document. 

I was just finishing the report when Paul Lockwood tapped 
me on the shoulder and pointed out the window. In the dis¬ 
tant haze we could make out the mountains at the north end 
of the main island of Luzon. As we approached Manila, we 
flew over Lingaycn Gulf, scene of one of the great naval en¬ 
gagements of the war. Crossing Subic Bay and immortal Ba¬ 
taan Peninsula, we could see no scars of war since the lush 
tropical growth came down to the water’s edge. We circled 
the island of Corregidor, heading across the immense reaches 
of Manila Bay for Nichols Field, the Manila International Air¬ 
port. 

From the cool altitude of ten thousand feet we came down 
to the sticky, tropical, midsummer heat of Manila. We were 
met by Ambassador MjTon M. Cowen and went off to the Em¬ 
bassy Residence. While Bataan and Corregidor looked un¬ 
touched from the air, we now saw that the marks of war arc 
still heavy on Manila. The savage fighting that took place in 
the liberation of Manila left a city in which scarcely a building 
is unscarred. The Old City of Manila, once wholly contained 
within medieval walls, was totally destroyed. Every govern¬ 
ment building, the great university, and every church was 
used for last-ditch defense by the Japanese and it took artillery, 
flame-throwers, napalm, grenades, and machine guns to dig 
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them out. When the Old City was finally leveled, the New 
City also took a bad beating before the last resistanee was 
stamped out. 

Manila Bay is full of sunken ships whose rusting hulls jut 
out at crazy angles above the surface of the water near the 
.shore, llie damage in Manila is not as bad as in Seoul or Berlin 
and since 1945 the United States has spent $500,000,000 in 
reconstruction, rebuilding much of the city; but the devasta¬ 
tion of war is still to be seen everywhere. 

The city, like Tokyo, presented a curious mixture of the 
Occident and the Orient. Aside from a few who were smartly 
dressed in Western clothes, most of the men w'ore thin cotton 
pants and thin shirts, sometimes brightly colored; the women 
wore the simplest cotton dresses. Tlie ever present y\mcrican 
jeep was there, usually made over into a small bus called 
a “Jecp-ncy.” By the time Filipino mechanics got through 
tinkering with the jeep-buses they looked thoroughly uncom¬ 
fortable, but it was amazing how many adults and children, 
live chickens, baskets, and bundles one of them could cany'. 

It was a new cxj)cricncc to come to a city where Dewey 
Boulevard is the best street in town. My name struck the Fili¬ 
pinos as a particularly useful subject of conversation and also 
tickled their sense of humor. Even at the luncheon in the 
palace. President Elpidio Quirino opened his speech by saying, 
“Dewey has taken Manila again.” All were interested in my 
relationship to the admiral and I had the feeling that they 
didn’t quite believe me when I told them I was only his fifth 
cousin. 

Driving up Dewey Boulevard, Ambassador Cowen explained 
that the Embassy Residence had been taken over for offices 
and that he lives in a rented hou.se formerly owned by a leading 
businessman who was caught aiding the guerrillas and executed 
by the Japanese. 
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I had tliought that the explosion over the Japanese peace 
treaty on Formosa would be my last experience of that nature, 
but my illusions were quickly shattered. Formosa was furious 
because it was not to be allowed to sign the treaty; by contrast, 
the Philippines were furious because they were asked to sign a 
treaty without cash reparations. Tlic treaty was the principal 
subject of bitter conversation all the time I was in Manila. 

I'hc Filipino people suffered greatly during the war; their 
land had been overrun, devastated, and ravaged by the Japa¬ 
nese. President Quirino lost his wife and two daughters from 
wanton Japanese machine gunning just two daj'S before Ma¬ 
nila was liberated; the Solicitor General lost his father, two 
brothers, and a sister in the same way. Tlicrc is scarcely a 
family in the Philippines that does not carry the scar of per¬ 
sonal loss and hatred for the Japanese. Their intense and uni¬ 
versal hatred w'ill last a long time. 

One distinguished Philippine citizen summarized the situa¬ 
tion when he said: “I simply have no solution for the terrible 
emotional upheaval which has affected the opinion of our 
pco])lc concerning the Japanese peace treaty. They will never 
understand it if our government signs a treaty w'ithont war 
reparations. In their own minds they have bnilt u]5 an impos¬ 
sible and fantastic figure of $8,000,000,000 they insist must be 
paid in reparations by Japan.” 

As I met more of the w'orking people and farmers my con¬ 
cern increased. The bitterness was greater, more intense, and 
more personal than I had ever seen before, even on Formosa. 
One American summed it up: “Tire average Filipino thinks of 
war reparations as a large sum of cash to be paid to the victor 
by the vanquished and then distributed to the people. They 
expect the government to receive a huge amount of money 
from the Japanese Government and divide it equally among all 
Philippine citizens. \Vlien the text of the treaty made it clear 
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that there were to he no reparations, ever}^one felt he was be¬ 
ing clieatcd out of money he had coming to him. 

''If anyone could explain to these people/' he concluded, 
"that even if they did get reparations there would be no per¬ 
sonal distribution of wealth, they would quickly lose interest 
in the subjeet.'’ 

While my visit was wholly unofficial. Ambassador Cowcii 
put me to work "selling’' the Japanese peace treaty at every 
meeting and at every meal. The Filipinos were not easily sold, 
llicy had their own point of view; they knew that Ambassador 
John Foster Dulles, the architect of the treaty, was my elose 
friend: so couldn't I explain to him the shameful way the 
Philippines were being treated? They admitted that the Ameri¬ 
can Government had paid for reconstruction of destroyed 
buildings and homes, of roads, bridges, ports, harbors, fisheries, 
and power plants; it was true that the American Government 
had given back pay to all the Philippine armed forces and com¬ 
pensation to their families; that Philippine veterans were re¬ 
ceiving the same benefits as American veterans. It was true 
that the Reconstruction Finance Gorporation had given them 
a large loan. All these benefits had run to nearly $2,000,000,000 
and they were grateful. But the point was simply that the 
Japanese had done them terrible damage and the Jaj^ancse 
must pay $8,000,000,000 in reparations. 

At meeting after meeting I found myself explaining the 
simple facts the Japanese people were facing: how they had 
lost 6,000,000 out of their 7,000,000 tons of shipping and all 
their overseas possessions, their sources of raw materials and 
of rice imports. I described the destruction of the factories and 
the total absence of capital for the reconstruction of the coun¬ 
try. Japan simply had nothing with which to pay reparations. 

I explained the tlicory of the treaty. We did not intend to 
repeat the mistakes of the Treaty of Versailles, which led to 
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the rise of Hitler and another war. History .shows that tlierc 
arc only two alternatives; a defeated enemy should be wiped 
out and his pco])Ic enslaved in the brutal fashion of the an¬ 
cients; or he should be restored to good physical and moral 
health so he can become a useful, free member of the family 
of nations for the future. 

The first, savage alternative is entirely foreign to our civiliza¬ 
tion. The only course open to us was to restore Japan fully as 
a friend and ally so she could survive economically and be 
strong enough to resist Communist aggression. We were at¬ 
tempting the greatest treaty of reconciliation in histoiy'; it 
would fail if we imposed harsh conditions on an already im¬ 
poverished and desolated country. 

It was an uphill job. I will never forget the morning after a 
long evening on the subject when a top member of the govern¬ 
ment called the Ambassador on the tele23hone at seven-thirty 
to say that he liad stayed awake all night worrjang about our 
discussion: “It’s very simple. I have it all figured out. Last 
night Governor Dewey was simply helping his friend Dulles 
out of a tough sjjot. Things in Jajjan can’t possibly be as bad as 
he describes.” 

Underlying every other objection w'as, of course, the deep 
fear that Japan might rise again and launch another campaign 
of conquest. 1 urged that a treaty of mutual defense between 
the United States and the Philippines, which had already been 
projroscd in general terms, should allay their fears. 'Flic sug¬ 
gestion seemed to be quite hclijful and was eagerly follow'ed 
uj^. In all of these matters Ambassador Cowmen was an effective 
influence tow’ard the end w'C both felt so essential for the peace 
of the Pacific and of the world. Realizing that trade between 
Japan and the Philippines was necessary to both, we also knew 
that unless both signed the treaty it might irreparably damage 
their recovery. 
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I never worked so hard in my life on a job that wasn’t mine; 
nor did I ever liave a sterner taskmaster than Ambassador 
Cowen. Despite everything, public sentiment against a treaty 
without reparations was so inflamed that when 1 left it still ai> 
pcared unlikely that the Philippines would sign. Some time 
after I got home a modification was arranged which recognized 
more clearly the moral right of the Philippines to reparations 
in cash and also their right to receive certain services from 
Japan. The treaty of mutual defense between the United 
States and the Philippines was also negotiated. When I next 
saw President Quirino it was in Washington after the San 
P’rancisco Conference, where the Philippines had signed the 
Japanese peace treaty. 

Soon after, there were elections to fill a third of the scats in 
the Philippine Senate. President Quirino’s party lost every 
scat. Statesmanship is not always good politics. 

Twenty million human beings in the Philippines live in 
115,000 square miles, an area slightly larger than the State of 
Arizona, but the main island of Luzon is by far the most densely 
populated. When the treaty of peace between the United 
States and Spain was signed in 1898, land title was confirmed 
and ownership continued and much of the farm land on Luzon 
is still owned by old Spanish families. Under the Spanish sys¬ 
tem which still prevails, a tenant’s debts carry over from year 
to year and are inherited by his children and his children’s 
children. Entirely by accident, the Japanese occupation came 
to the rescue of the heavily indebted tenant farmers. It was the 
one bright, amusing episode of a terrible war. 

Wlien the Japanese moved in they issued their own cur¬ 
rency, the prcw’ar American-sponsored peso declining in value 
until it was practically worthless. Wlicn the American troops 
returned three years later the Japanese currency took a nose 
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dive but was still legal tender during the liberation period. 
Many enterprising tenant farmers dug out their savings, bought 
ehcap Japanese pesos, and quickly paid off their debts to the 
landlords in the almost worthless paper. They not only paid off 
their own debts, but they were able to wipe out the debts of 
their fathers and their fathers’ fathers. Today the Japanese 
peso is a eurio universally called “Mickey Mouse money.” 

With the coming of peace industrial and agricultural pro¬ 
duction soared to near prewar levels but the farmers and the 
city workers were still having a miserable time meeting the 
high cost of living brought about by postwar inflation. Em¬ 
bassy employees with their extra allowances are suffering. 

Housing is desperately short. The guerrilla warfare of the 
Huks has driven an estimated 150,000 refugees from the out¬ 
lying regions into already overcrowded Manila, adding grave 
burdens to the city’s food supply, its electric power, and its 
water supply, which, under American guidance, was once the 
finest in the world. Wages arc miserable and a desperate situa¬ 
tion has been saved only by adoption of a minimum wage of 
a dollar a day, as recommended by the Bell Report. In a few 
highly skilled trades the minimum is as high as a dollar and a 
half a day. In America those same skilled trades would earn 
twenty dollars a day; in Alaska, thirty-five dollars a day. 

Many other recommendations in the Bell Report have also 
been adopted, at least in part. Income taxes have been raised 
to the point where they arc almost as confiscatory as those in 
America but they remain largely nominal since less than 12,000 
people bother to file returns. A heavy seventeen per cent tax 
on foreign exchange has been imposed. Exports arc up and 
imports down to the point where there is actually a surplus of 
exports. This is an unsound tax, damaging to any island econ¬ 
omy; like Japan, the Philippines must trade or die. But the 
budget is balanced. 'Tire government has increased salaries and 
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tlic graft denounced in the Bell Report was believed to be 
decreasing. Greater confidence in the government and its cur¬ 
rency has halted the flight of capital, and employment oppor¬ 
tunities in factories and plantations have increased. Instead of 
the gloomy picture I expected to find, the economic life of the 
rhilipp:::cs is improving in every direction. 

During the war thousands of young men went into the 
jungles to fight against the Japanese as guerrillas. At the end 
of the war they just continued to be gucnillas. Some had 
grievances against the United States; some grievances against 
ilic native Philippine Government; some came from tenant 
families who believed the Communist promise of land reform; 
others just couldn't settle down to work. Ever since the libera¬ 
tion they have robbed, killed, and sabotaged. The great ma¬ 
jority are not Communists but they were easy prey to the 
Communist leadership of the Iluk movement. 

Hidden in the mountains and in the jungle is a Communist 
national congress which elects a central commit tee that in turn 
selects the ruling Politburo. The Philippines arc di\ ided into 
ten regional commands, each led by trained Communist 
guerrilla leaders. 'Pwo ‘'Stalin Universities'’ have been estab¬ 
lished to give mass indoctrination on Communist theories 
and practices. Not much has been established about the actual 
relationship between the link Communist leadership and the 
Kremlin, though there have been many rumors of foreign sub¬ 
marine landings and the sighting of two strange submarines 
off the coast has been confirmed. 

The guerrillas still have a large supply of weapons and am¬ 
munition provided by our forces during the war. They extort 
money from the people in outlying villages and they also re¬ 
ceive financial support from Chinese in Manila who contribute 
cither willingly or under threats against their families on the 
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mainland. Food comes from friendly villagers with whom the 
Huks often live during the daytime. Operating as guerrillas, 
the Huks have excellent intelligence and can choose their 
own points of attack; they can concentrate forces of 300 to 
400 men for a hit-and-run raid or ambush and it is impossible 
to have government troojas at every threatened point in the 
island. 

Under heavy pressure the government finally appointed 
Ramon Magsaysay as Defense Minister in 1951. Incorruptible, 
brilliant, and indomitable, he has reorganized the army, in¬ 
creasing it to 40,000 men. At the same time, he is steadily 
cutting down the constabulary', which was often corrupt and 
preyed upon the people under the pretext of attacking the 
Huks. Magsaysay is in the field much of the time directing ac¬ 
tual operations and has made magnificent progress in the 
months he has been in office. His motto—“Better to die on 
your feet than to live on your knees”—has been adopted by 
his troops in their bitter struggle to put down the Huks. 

Under the stimulus of Magsaysay’s leadership the govern¬ 
ment finally broadened its approach to the whole problem of 
internal order. In addition to military action against the Huks, 
the government announced a reward to any person giving in¬ 
formation leading to the capture of a guerrilla, dead or alive; 
it also promised twenty acres of free land on Mindanao, the 
large undeveloped southern island, to any Huk who surren¬ 
dered and who was not found guilty of any crime after a fair 
examination. Those taking advantage of this offer were of¬ 
fered three months of agricultural training as well as the ma¬ 
terials to build a home for himself and his family. 

Within a few months prior to my arrival, Magsaysay and 
his army had killed or captured 4000 guerrillas and many of the 
members of the Huk Politburo were captured, tried, and con¬ 
victed. An additional 1000 Huk guerrillas had surrendered 
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to take advantage of the offer of land. From an estimated 
15,000, the link forces had been cut down to 10,000. Travel 
on the highways and life in the country was becoming safer 
throughout the islands. 

The links arc being driven and harassed by the government. 
Tlicy arc still there in force and it may take a long time to 
eliminate them; but as of today they arc fighting a losing 
battle. 

Other equally important progress is being made. Public 
education now receives seven dollars per capita, which is a tiny 
fraction of what wc spend in this country, but a great advance 
in the islands. School population has doubled in the last ten 
years and almost half the pcojile can now read and write. 

As a result of more than forty years of American administra¬ 
tion, the Philippines became one of the healthiest places in 
the world to live, far healthier than any olher nation in the 
Orient. World War II interrupted all the progress wc had 
made: laboratories were destroyed and hospitals bombed out; 
epidemics broke out and 5000 lepers were turned loose; tuber¬ 
culosis ran high, as did beriberi, malaria, and venereal diseases. 
Immediately after the end of the war the United States Public 
Health Service started a rehabilitation program and the Philip¬ 
pine Government is now carrying it on, though without adc- 
cjuate financing. In addition to efforts to improve nutrition 
and the known methods of meeting the problems of tubercu¬ 
losis, a novel attack has been made on beriberi. 

Throughout the Pacific, I was shocked to discover that the 
people who live on rice throw away the part most important to 
their health. We do the .same thing but rice is not a main staple 
of our diet. In the Far East they grind away the brown husks 
before they cat the rice and if a housewife sees any brown 
grains she picks them out of the rice and throws them away 
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before she cooks it; but it is the brown husks that contain the 
indispensable vitamin B complex. Tlic people will not cat 
brown rice even when they are told that it will save their lives. 
They arc almost as stubborn in their insistence upon eating 
divitaminized rice as we are about eating divitaminized wheat. 
'Iliey know that beriberi produces enlarged spleens, swollen 
legs, heart trouble, miscarriages in women, and often death. 
Even when they know that the brown husk carries a vitamin 
that will prevent it, they simply say: “1 don’t like brown rice.” 

Two young American scientists recently went to work on a 
new approach to the problem; they saved the husks from the 
rice mill and reduced them to a colorless liquid which was 
sprayed on the polished grains of w’hite rice, at a cost of one 
cent a pound. Then they launched an experiment in two con¬ 
trol areas on Bataan, with spectacular results: exhaustive tests 
revealed that beriberi disappeared in the group eating the 
sprayed rice while it increased in the group eating the standard 
white rice. Among those who ate the sprayed rice, the death 
rate dropped by two thirds in a single year, from 246 to 80 per 
100,000. It is ironic and exasperating that more than 1,000,- 
000,000 people, nearly half the jJopulation of the world, most 
of whom arc underfed, polish the vitamins and iron out of 
their rice before eating it. Efforts are now being made in a 
number of countries to encourage the people to use the rice 
spray or to eat the rice as God made it. 

As usual I spent a day visiting farms and if I were a Philip¬ 
pine tenant farmer I would feel jiretty unhappy over my lot. 
Land reform has progressed with leaden feet. Minimum wages 
do not help tenant farmers. While many were able to pay 
their debts with depreciated Japanese currency, rents are still 
high and plots of ground small. Living conditions arc miserable 
in the little shacks built on stilts to keep them above the level 
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of the flooded rice paddies around them. Tliese tenant farmers 
arc free to go to the great island of Mindanao witli its rich, free 
land for all; but it is hard to leave home and loved ones to 
strike out in a wild, strange territory even though it is in your 
own eountiy'. 

In eontrast to the average farmers’ plight w'ere the execllent 
eonditions of the farm employees on the 18,000-acrc sugar-cane 
and coconut plantation of Jose Yulo, thirty-five miles outside 
of Manila, one of the largest single plantations under cultiva¬ 
tion in the world. Tliough bom and raised on his family planta¬ 
tion on the island of Negros, Mr. Yulo is not a fanner but a 
distinguished lawyer. \Vlicn the Japanese came they demanded 
that Mr. Yulo co-operate with them. Under great pressure to 
become a collaborationist, he finally accepted the post of Chief 
Justice so he could use it as a cover for sabotage, espionage, 
and guerrilla activities. lie actually received in his home in 
Manila during the w'ar an agent of Manuel Quezon, President 
of the Philippines in e.xile, w’ho was in Washington. It is said 
that of the twenty-two Filipinos and Americans who entered 
Manila during the Japanese occupation on espionage missions, 
twenty-one W'crc caught and executed; the only one who es¬ 
caped w'as the messenger from President Quezon whom Mr. 
Yulo smuggled out of Manila to a waiting submarine. 

During the occupation Mr. Yulo, under the pscudonjon 
“Mickey Rooney,” w'as in constant touch with General Mac- 
Arthur’s headejuarters, transmitting information his employees 
gave him about conditions throughout the islands and the 
deployment of Japanese troops. Mr. Yulo had two brothers in 
Luzon, both of w'hom were active in the guerrilla movement 
against the Japanese. One is still living but the other was 
caught, tortured, and killed and his body left on Mr. Yulo’s 
doorstep. 

In addition to the plantation we visited, he has a farm in 
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the mountains north of Manila where the Japanese tried to 
make him grow sugar cane. Mr. Yulo shrugged them off, saying 
that his employees were completely out of his control and the 
Jajjanese would have to take charge. They did but, by some 
strange coincidence, every time a crop of sugar cane W'as about 
to be harv'csted it was burned. ^Vllcn the Japanese came to Mr. 
Yulo, he explained that he was in Manila and had no control. 
When they investigated at the farm the employees shrugged 
their shoulders and said, “The guerrillas.” It was from this 
farm that his faithful employees were able to smuggle small 
supplies of food to him in Manila, which made life tolerable 
during the occujxition. In the .same way loyal and friendly 
Filipinos found secret passageways to smuggle in vegetables, 
rice, and clothing for the 6-500 Americans who were interned 
at the university through the whole war. 

Tlie great ^'ulo plantation we visited is n’lostly devoted to 
growing successive crops of sugar cane throughout the year. 
'Tlierc are also some 220,000 coconut trees and a large number 
of acres arc given over to the employees for growing their own 
food. It is a vast enterprise run by some 2000 field workers in 
addition to supervisors, foremen, and factory workers. In all, 
11,000 men, women, and children live on the plantation. Every 
home was destroyed during the war, and they have all been 
rebuilt in good sturdy fashion. Mr. Yulo has built and staffed 
a forty-bed hospital and maintains free medical care, grade 
schools, and a high school. He also built a clmreli and brought 
out a priest who has since been busily engaged in marr^'ing 
several hundred couples, some of them grandparents who had 
never got around to getting married before. 

One himdrecl miles of roads give access to all parts of the 
plantation and as we drove through I saw armed men quietly 
patrolling the fields. 'Ilicy arc part of the private police to 
which I became so accustomed in all the harried and troubled 
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Asian countries, at mines, factories, and plantations. Tliere 
were 82 on the Yulo plantation, headed by a hero of the re¬ 
sistance during the war. 

We came to a herd of 130 dair}" cattle which Mr. Yulo had 
unhappily acquired only a few months before. In the preceding 
March the owmer had been killed by the links and the family 
offered the herd for sale; just as it was abont to be disposed of 
as beef. Ambassador Cowen persuaded Mr. Yulo to buy it 
and save the largest single source of Manila’s milk supply. 

In charge of the herd was an Igorot tribesman from the 
mountains, lire least-educated and the wildest inhabitants of 
the Philippines, the Igorots arc among the best workers, lire 
herdsman spoke to me in good English and discussed the 
problems of hoof rot, mastitis. Bang’s disease, and fast milking 
as though he were a graduate of a first-class American dairy 
farm. 

I was interested to learn that the Igorots still maintain many 
of their early tribal customs. When young people get married 
it is not considered j^ermanent until a child is born. By ancient 
custom they smoke their dead as we would smoke hams: then 
when the bodies arc properly mummified they are ceremoni¬ 
ously placed on leaves in a cave where they remain in perfect 
condition so their families can visit them from time to time. 
Early in the year, before they start planting crops, the men 
in the tribe divide up into two groups and throw rocks at each 
other. It is a good omen for the crops if several heads are 
cracked open. Whatever their tribal practices, I know a good 
many New York fanners who would be glad to have a herds¬ 
man as good as the Igorot on the Yulo plantation. 

In Manila, I became acutely aware of the importance of 
Formosa as a key to the attitude of the overseas Chinese 
throughout Southeast Asia. A deluge of telegrams upon my 
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nrrival came from Zamboanga, Bulan Sagon, Catanduanes, 
Nagu City, and countless other places, greeting me as a friend 
of Free China and urging my continued su2iport of Chiang Kai- 
shek. 'Ilicy were signed by individuals, by Chinese Chambers 
of Commerce, by the Philippine Chinese United Organization 
in support of Anti-Communist Movements, by Chinese Youth 
Movements, and by local branches of the Chinese Nationalist 
Party. Of course, I do not know that these messages were 
sjrontancous and I susiJect from similar experience elsewhere 
that they had been stimulated. Wliatcvcr the reason, they 
dramatized the basic fact of the enormous Chinese influence 
in the area. Tour hundred thousand Chinese do much of the 
business of the Philippines and their attitude toward their 
home government is imi^ortant both to the Philippine Govern¬ 
ment and to the free world. While I did not see enough 
Chinese to be sure, our own peoifle in Manila believe that a 
majority of the Philippine Chinese have at last taken sides. 
So long as T'ormosa stands, the great majority will be loyal to 
Chiang Kai-shek and anti-Communist. If Formosa should fall 
and there should be then only the Red government of Mao 
Tse-tung, it would be a different—and a more dangerous pic¬ 
ture. 

Most Oriental countries do not enjoy the guarantees of 
habeas corpus and a trial by jiir)'. Justice, according to the views 
of the government or the judge, is swift and final. 'Ihe 20,- 
000,000 people of the Philippines are in the curious position 
of being Asian but with a Constitution modeled after our own. 
Only Japan and the Philippines present this paradox. So the 
Philippines, while observing their American-stylc Constitution, 
have solved many of their problems like Asians. 

A rich Chinese in Manila was caught contributing large 
amounts of money to the Communists, thereby presenting a 
delicate problem to the Philippine Government. It was finally 
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solved by inviting him to visit President Ouirino, who was then 
in the mountains, llie Chinese boarded a plane at Manila and 
off it went; but not to the mountains; it came dowai on For¬ 
mosa. The Chinese Communist contributor was escorted off 
the plane into the arms of Formosa police. He has not been 
heard from since. 

There was no lack of opinion among the Filipinos on the 
subject of Chiang Kai-shek. Many believed that the most 
important thing was to send an increased number of high- 
class American advisers to Formosa; others proposed that 
Chiang should publicly announce that the defeat on tlie main¬ 
land w'as his fault, that he was clearing out his bad advisers and 
taking personal command. They bclie\'ed this would thrill the 
world and particularly the Chinese cvery'where, providing the 
spark that could set off a counter-revolution within China. 
Others insisted that there are at least 500,000 guerrillas still 
resisting in South China; that all they need is gold and ammu¬ 
nition to prevent the Communist government from launching 
any new ventures of conquest. Well founded or not, there w'as 
among American, Filipino, and Chinese groups a real con\ic- 
tion that China is not lost and that the Red government has 
been greatly weakened by the Korean adventure. 

As to Indo-China, two different, w^cll-informed people ex¬ 
plained: "The reason the Communists failed in their big drive 
in the winter of 1950-51 w'as that they made their attacks as 
a guerrilla operation. Tlicy w'ere not sufficiently trained for 
guerrilla work and that was not the w^ay to handle it,” they said. 
“Since then the Chinese Communists have given the Indo- 
Chinese Reds rigid training in guerrilla warfare, in service of 
supply, and in command operations. Tlic next offensive will 
be much more effective.” This sounded fishy to me and how 
accurate it was I learned quite soon in Saigon. 

One firsthand story was reported by one of our own Amer- 
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ican officials. He was attached to our United States mission in 
an important Cliincse city at the time tlic Communists occu¬ 
pied it. As soon as the Reds marched in, he was greatly sur¬ 
prised to find that four of his twenty Chinese employees 
admitted that they were members of the Communist Party. 

Tlie Communists are not only smart in getting their people 
into high places; they are so mueh smarter than we arc in 
propaganda that it is tragic. For example, when the Indonesian 
Government cut the value of its currency by one half in order 
to stabilize it, it was merely recognition that the currency was 
depreciated and it was a sound move. If a man had five dollars 
before the decree, he had two and one half dollars the day 
after it and the two and one half dollars commanded full value 
on the world exchange. Since inflation and the misery that 
accompanies it arc great allies of the Communists, the Indo¬ 
nesian Reds promptly set to work undaunted, nirough every 
village and every city they spread the whisper: “When will the 
next cut occur? I hear it is going to be in less than two 
months.” With an illiterate people rumors gain great force and 
travel even faster than they do in America, lliose tactics 
work. 

I was deeply impressed with the need for a genuine Amer¬ 
ican message. Tlic Communists have such a simple story to 
tell: “You have been oppressed all your lives by foreigners,” 
they say. “Rise up, throw them out, and you will be as rich as 
they arc.” llicy play on the swiftly moving tides of national¬ 
ism. To the Chinese and the Malays, they preach hatred of the 
British. 1 o the Indonesians, they preach hatred of the Dutch. 
7 o the Indo-Chinese, they preach hatred of the French. To 
every Asian nation, hatred of the Americans. 

Communist propaganda against America has had hard sled¬ 
ding in the Philippines and the Japanese peace treaty was their 
first break. Tlicy could now shout, “America betrayed you. See 
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how she sold out your claim to reparations. She’s building up 
Japan at your expense, llicn she’ll withdraw her troops from 
Japan, leaving the Japanese free to invade the Philippines 
again.” Consistency is no problem to the Communists. In 
Japan they were claiming, “America is your enemy. She has 
robbed you of all your possessions and even plans to quarter 
her troops on Japan so she can drag you into another war.” 

The people of the Philippines are still not buying the anti- 
American propaganda. After we defeated the Spanish we were 
absolute masters of the islands and could have exploited them 
for our own use. Instead we poured hundreds of millions of 
dollars into the islands, educating the people, checking malaria, 
stamping out disease, building highways, and preparing the 
country for free government. After forty-eight years of defend¬ 
ing them, educating them, improving their health, their de¬ 
fenses, and their capacity for self-government, we voluntarily 
gave them absolute freedom. 'Ilicrc is great basic friendship 
among the people of the Philippines for America. 

The Philippine Republic is our great example of colonialism 
in reverse. We can tell what we did there in every' country in 
the world. Wc can prove our good will. We can prove that 
we want nothing except to live at peace in a peaceful world 
of free men and women. In every country I visited I ached 
to sec a genuinely effective anti-Rcd propaganda program 
reaching the people under native sponsorship, telling them 
the true story. We should be saying: “You arc now free. You 
have thought the French or the British or the Dutch, as the 
case may be, were tyaants. But now }'Ou know they developed 
your country and you have your freedom. Don’t exchange 
your independence for a Russian tyrant. Don’t fall for a native 
leader who takes orders from Moscow. It is the route to 
slavery.” 

The truth can be told if it is done with sufficient vigor. 
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Surely America, which has more great salesmen than all the 
rest of the world, can again convince people that we represent 
their own hopes and aspirations. We should tell them and tell 
them and tell them: “We were for the Philippines for the 
Filipinos and we proved it. We are for Korea for the Koreans, 
not for the Russians. We are for Japan for the Japanese, not 
for the Russians; we are for China for the Chinese, not for the 
Russians. We are for Indonesia for the Indonesians, not for 
the Russians.” On our record, we can prove it. It struck me 
very hard that for our own self-preservation we should set 
about doing a much better job of selling ourselves and our 


No one knows this better than President Ouirino; he 
also knows that American friendship and a treaty of mutual 
defense will not save his country once the solid free Pacific is 
cracked. At luncheon at the Presidential Palace, he said to 
me: “Before his death our great President Manuel Quezon, 
looking into the future, prophesied that our next menace was 
from the Chinese. Of course, he was thinking of our under¬ 
developed islands and the Chinese hunger for land, lie didn’t 
foresee the tragedy of a Communist China, but his prophecy 
has been borne out all too soon. Our country is on the perim¬ 
eter of the Pacific and we see the danger face to face. ’Pliat’s 
why when I saw you in New York two years ago I was even 
then calling for a treaty for the united defense of the whole 
Pacific. It’s of supreme importance and I feel even more 
strongly today than before.” 

“I have always thought,” I said, “that the constant menace 
of a Communist invasion from the outside was a greater danger 
to a nation than internal revolution if the government was at 
all sound. Do you share my view that you, Indo-China, Ma¬ 
laya, and Indonesia can all put down your own Communist 
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rebellions if you arc free from the menace of invasion from 
the outside?” 

“Of course I do. We arc making steady progress in putting 
down the Huks and I bclic\ e the other nations can put dowm 
their guciTillas, given time and freedom from invasion by Com¬ 
munist China. Some of our Chinese arc under pressure frojn 
tlie mainland, but otherwise today there would be no flight of 
capital and verr^ little help given to the links if people w'crc 
not afraid—trying to keep a foot in both camps just as a sort of 
insurance polic)'. A treaty of mutual defense with the United 
States will help us a great deal; treaties between your country, 
Japan, Australia, and New Zealand will also help; but the only 
treaty that will work in the final analysis is the one I have 
been calling for, to include the whole free Pacific. If w^e get 
such a treaty the Chinese Communists will never invade Indo- 
China or Burma and the whole Pacific will remain free.” 

“Wc have some timid souls at home,” I observed, “who arc 
afraid to go ahead because one or two nations such as Indo¬ 
nesia or Bunna might not sign. Would that be a reason for 
failing to go ahead—would it make the treaty too weak in Asian 
eyes?” 

“I think every other nation in the Pacific w'ould sign that 
treaty promptly. Of course, Burma and Indonesia have difficult 
political problems, but I think wc ought to go ahead and make 
the treaty; you watch, you’ll find Burma and Indonesia coming 
along and we will have a safe, free Pacific. It w'ill have great 
repercussions in the rest of Asia, too. India and Pakistan would 
at least have a chance; but if Southeast Asia goes they will be 
surrounded on the land and isolated by Russian submarines in 
the Indian Ocean.” 

In my own mind I am sure President Quirino is right. Per¬ 
haps Indonesia and Burma might drag their heels for a while 
but I am confident they would join in the end. Tlicn, though 
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India and Pakistan, not being Pacific nations, were not mem¬ 
bers of tlic alliance, they would have time to work out their 
complicated problems without being surrounded and choked 
to death before they get on their feet. ^Phe chance to build a 
firm peace in the Pacific for our own defense and that of the 
free world is still available. It is not easy, but human freedom 
has never been cheaply gained or easily held; it will require 
hard work and great Icadcrshi]}. It can be done if we start now. 
I hope it will not be neglected until it is too late. 
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''Bill must \vc be your enemies? Will you not receive us as 
friends if we arc neutral and remain at peace with you?'" 
"No, your enmity is not half so mischievous to us as your 
friendship; for the one is in the eyes of our subjects an argu¬ 
ment of our power, the other of our weakness/' 

Dialogue at Melos reported 
by Thucydides 


T 

i HK Korean war has given I long Kong a new character. 
Its fame as a free port has long been legendary. Today it is the 
spy capital of the Far East—the pcepliole in the Bamboo Cur¬ 
tain. In and out of this magnificent British-held rock which 
rises out of the sea a half mile from the Chinese mainland 
pours a stream of information as well as a steady flow of spies 
and counterspies, Reds and anti-Reds: Chinese businessmen 
who deal with both Mao Tse-tung and the free world; here 
arc hundreds of tliousands of refugees from Communist terror; 
here was the place where at last I could check the varying 
reports I had received about Red China. 

'lire flight from Manila to Hong Kong was made by Philip¬ 
pine Airlines. In Tokyo and Manila we had heard gossip that 
the airline was having labor trouble witli its pilots, and we 
were warned that the service might be disorganized and dan¬ 
gerous. Tliis gossip turned out to be typical of the exaggeration 
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that flows from one end of Asia to the other. Two years ago 
the company liad had a wage difference witli the pilots but it 
was settled without interruption of even a single flight. The 
wx'aihcr was fine and our flight was perfect. In just a little over 
two hours the mainland of China appeared on the horizon, 
then the mouth of the great Pearl Rh’cr and the island of 
Hong Kong itself. We w^crc glad it w^as a jfleasant day, for 
cven one agrees that the Kai Tak airport at Hong Kong is the 
w’orst major airport in the Pacific. For lack of any flat space on 
which to build a long landing strip, the British had filled in 
part of the harbor, with the result that the air strij) has a steep 
mountain at one end and deep water at the other. Our pilot 
flew' around the mountain, banked sharply down the side, and 
came in for a perfect landing. We were lucky. During the 
rainy season planes from the Philippines often have to circle 
the airport for as long as tw'o hours before visibility is good 
enough for a landing. Sometimes they cannot land at all and 
have to go all the way back to Manila. Earlier in the year a 
friend of mine had left Manila for I long Kong, circled the 
airport for two hours, and returned to Manila for the night. 
The same process w^as repeated the next day. Only on the third 
day were they able to land. 

From the airport w^c were taken across the bay in the Gov¬ 
ernor's launch to Government House, where I had a happy 
reunion wdlh Sir Alexander Grantham, the British Governor 
of Hong Kong. As holiday \dsitors to Bermuda in the 1930s, 
Mrs. Dewey and I had come to know Alex and his lovely San 
Francisco-bom wife, Maurine, and w^c had all been good 
friends ever since his days as Golonial Secretary of Bermuda. 
Promoted and knighted, he was now Governor of explosive 
Hong Kong, and their letters to us had revealed the terrible 
strain of the post, living as they did under the guns of Com¬ 
munist China. We sat down almost immediately for a briefing 
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on conditions in his colony and in Red China; he quite natu¬ 
rally reflected the views of his government, on wliich we had 
disagreed vigorously in our eorrespondeiice; wc now found 
we still disagreed on many topics, but that made oiir long and 
thorough discussion of the Far East sharper and more inter¬ 
esting. 

Government House, the residence of the Governor of the 
colony, was a Japanese palace. With serene confidence in their 
conquests, the Japanese had commenced during World War 
II to build a new palace for their Governor of Hong Kong. 
Tliey had just completed it when the war ended; its first occu¬ 
pant was the British Governor. 

The spacious halls and lofty ceilings of the stone palace gave 
it a feeling of cool comfort, though wc were there in the hottest 
time of year. Unfortunately, the Japanese had chosen a poor 
spot for the palace, since it was only halfway up the side of the 
mountain and missed most of the cooling breezes in summer, 
while their architects had also forgotten to put flues in the 
chimneys for wood fires in winter. 

"llic magnificent panorama of Hong Kong Harbor spread out 
beneath us. The stunning blue of the harbor, the beauty of the 
mountainside, and the fascinating mixture of every type of 
Eastern and Western architecture in the city below conceals 
as much human misery as I ever saw in one place. At night the 
lights of Hong Kong and of Kowloon across the bay on the 
tip of the mainland presented an enchanting spectacle. 

Situated in the mouth of the Pearl River, which leads to 
Canton, Hong Kong is a tiny island barely more than ten 
miles long, which the British have occupied since it was ceded 
to them by Cliina one hundred and ten years ago, after the 
Opium War; in i860 the tip of the Kowloon peninsula, includ¬ 
ing the city of Ko\^loon, opposite on the mainland, was also 
ceded and in 1898 some additional Chinese territory on the 
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peninsula wtis leased to the British by the Chinese Govern¬ 
ment for ninety-nine years. Tliis is called the New Territories. 
The area of Hong Kong is thirty square miles; the whole 
eolony, ineluding the New Territories, is three hundred and 
ninety-one square miles, about one third the size of Rhode 
Island—a pinpoint almost lost in the vast map of China. 

Another political pinpoint on that map is tlie island of 
Macao, a Portuguese colony of only six square miles just across 
the bay. Macao is a busy trading port and there were many 
dark rumors of smuggling, of running contraband up the river 
from this busy little spot where it is not considered wise today 
for Europeans to be on the streets after dark. 

From the air Hong Kong appears to be a beautiful green 
mountain rising from the sea. All over the mountain arc scat¬ 
tered foreign consulates and attractive homes of Chinese, 
American, and European residents. On the ocean side of the 
mountain arc wide beaches, many of them with resort hotels, 
while on the northern side the city proper is perched on a nar¬ 
row ledge of land between the harbor and the mountain with 
office buildings, closely packed on the streets winding up its side. 

Before the Red conquest of China 900,000 people lived in 
Hong Kong, and an additional 300,000 resided in the New 
Territories. Today 1,000,000 Chinese refugees have crowded 
into the Crown Colony, bringing its total population to 2,200,- 
000. Nobody knows where the refugees sleep or how they cat 
and live. It is one of the most concentrated and tragic human 
problems I have ever seen. 

'AVc assume you arc making arrangements to feed the refu¬ 
gees,'' London had written the govemment of the colony when 
they started flooding in. 

''If we make arrangements to feed all refugees, we will have 
300,000,000 before the year is out," was the reply: a harsh but 
true answer. 
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I asked about hospitals. “We have three fine hospitals,” 
I was told. “But if we provide hospitals for the million refugees, 
we shall have all the sick of China pouring in and starvation, 
disease, and ehaos will result.” Again a harsh but true answer. 

So there they were, more than 2,000,000 people crammed 
into no space at all, the refugees living for the most part in 
tiny shacks thrown together with waste pieces of gab'anized 
iron and driftwood; other Chinese live on samisans, acres of 
sampans, miles of samjxms, stretching from one end of the 
harbor to the (jther, extended in three, four, five, even six layers 
out from .shore. Isvcry sampan, eighteen to twenty feet in 
length, houses a family, sometimes just four or five people, 
more often ten or fifteen, compri.sing two or three generations. 
'Ibcir children arc bom without the aid of doctor, nurse, or 
even midwife. Children play on the decks, jumping back and 
forth between sampans. Often I saw a Chinese father tenderly 
bathing a baby over the side of his sampan home in the waters 
of llong Kong Harbor, which served all the purposes of a 
bathroom for this huge floating population. Tbe mixed odors 
of swarming, insanitary human life hang like a miasma over 
the whole waterfront and extend deep into the city it.sclf. 

'Hie more fortunate Chinese live in tenement houses which 
stand eight to ten stories high away from the waterfront, in 
slums, many of which would have been condemned twenty- 
five years ago in any American city. Tire usual rule in these 
apartments is one Chinese family for each room. Tlic people 
in the back and front rooms are particularly fortunate because 
they can see out the windows and use the railings for hanging 
out their washing. Tliosc in the rooms between arc less fortu¬ 
nate. If the family docs not use the whole floor for sleeping 
they will rent a few square feet to a wayfarer or another resi¬ 
dent. Tlierc arc no toilets, dlicrc is no running water, no elec¬ 
tricity, no heat. Even at the common tap on the ground floor. 
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water is strictly rationed, because most of the supply in Hong 
Kong comes from the mainland and there is just not enough 
for the swollen population. 

“Why do most of the Chinese women and men of the main¬ 
land wear black?” I asked. 

“Because lioth here and on the mainland there is so little 
water available for washing,” was the reply. “Black shows the 
dirt least.” 

In spite of these crowded conditions there is no malaria 
in the cit}'. Tuberculosis, the white scourge of Asia, rules as 
the chief killer, followed by diphtheria, dvsentciy', and some 
smallpo.x. Despite everithing, thac arc about 60,000 births 
compared with 18,000 deaths each year in I Tong Kong—the 
same old problem of the Far East: increase and multiply and 
starve. 

Tlicrc is the same congestion on the two main streets, which 
are wide enough to carry trolley cars and two lines of traffic, 
and on all of the rest of the narrow, crowded, winding city 
streets: buses, trolley cars, automobiles, rickshas, carts, and 
people; men and women pulling carts, people selling trinkets, 
youngsters selling newspapers; men and women carrying heavy 
loads hanging from each end of long poles balanced across 
their shoulders; people just sitting on the steps of shops; 
people sleeping on the sidewalks, in the alleys, everj'whcre. 

Business space is at the same premium as housing. 'F. Y. 
King, regarded by many as the leading authority on Chinese 
antiques, has a tiny room on the second floor of the Hong 
Kong Bank Building. Tlie merchandise he has jammed into 
those quarters would require a large store for proper display in 
an American city. In many stores with ten-foot fronts there are 
so many varieties of goods that an American would use ten 
times as much space to display them. In the back of the stores 
there is often a little workshop with a dozen workmen carving 
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ivory or wood. Many of the shops show evidence that the 
treasured heirlooms of generations of Chinese families arc 
being sold for tomorrow’s bowl of rice. 

No rcjrort of conditions in the colony could ignore the fact 
that, bad as conditions appeared by American standards, it was 
generally conceded that I Tong Kong is a paradise of cleanliness 
and plenty compared with the cities of Red China. Tire British 
aulhoritics have made impressive progress in dealing with the 
disaster conditions to which they returned after the Japanese 
surrender. 

Not long after my visit, Winston Churchill’s Colonial Sce- 
retaiy', Mr. Oliver Lyttlcton, paid sober tribute to the achieve¬ 
ments of the colony in the course of a visit to Hong Kong. lie 
pointed out that the population of the colony is “over double 
that for which houses, schools, and hospitals could be provided 
before the war. It would be interesting to see what the admin¬ 
istrators of any of the major cities of the world would have 
done if vathin two or three years the population of their cities 
had been doubled. ... In 1940 there were 110,000 children 
in schools in the colonv; today there are just under 180,000 
and almost the whole of this increase has had to be dealt with 
since 1947.” 

He also commended the local measures to increase the 
number of doctors, build new clinics, and expand hospital 
sendees in dealing with the colony’s health problems. He had 
a word of warm praise, too, for the characteristically cfheient 
Hong Kong police force, pointing out that it has proved com¬ 
petent to handle its tremendous problems, even though it 
had been literally built up from scratch since the war. 

After two days in Hong Kong we had to say good-by to Dr. 
Ililleboc, whose schedule required him to return to his post 
in Albany. He had worked so hard that he had to take a long 
enforced rest wdicn he got home. Every place we went he 
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had disappeared soon after our arrival to have a reunion with 
some old friend of the United States Public Health Service, or 
the friend of a friend who was in charge of hospitals or Amer¬ 
ican medical services. He visited hospitals, clinics, and public 
health offices for sixteen or eighteen hours every day. He 
returned from these forays laden with reports on medical care 
and health conditions, alternately appalled and enthusiastic. 
He took home wth him a sense of the tremendous challenge 
to the West implicit in the suffering, overcrowding, and want 
of which he had seen so much in Japan, Korea, Formosa, the 
Philippines, and I long Kong. 

Despite its apparent sunny British calm, Hong Kong seethes 
underneath with Asian intrigue. Ever}'body is living under 
some kind of a gun: the whole colony under Communist 
guns, the mainland under British guns, with the refugees afraid 
for their own survival and in terror of being sent back home. 
But there arc few privately owned guns in Hong Kong. The law 
forbids carrying an unlicensed gun under pain of five to ten 
years in prison and the law is rigidly enforced. A recent ease 
involved a man who.se wife committed suicide with his unreg¬ 
istered gun. Wlicii the police found it, the bereaved husband 
was promptly sentenced to five years in prison. 

British policy is a mixture of Asia’s traditionally closed eye 
and firm, honest British justice. Tlie tiny thatch-roofed shacks 
\shich the refugees ha\'c built all over the island are an acute 
fire hazard; but the closed eye lets them stand rather than 
throw the people into the streets. 

Communist infiltration has been serious in Hong Kong and, 
again, the British have followed a cautious course. In 1949 the 
Communists w'crc holding mass meetings, inflaming the Chi¬ 
nese population against all foreigners. Sentiment became 
increasingly tense and dangerous until early in 1950, when 
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there was a showdown. Tlie Communists led a strike of all 
trolley facilities. The British let the strike wear its way along 
until finally the Communist leadership committed the strikers 
to violence, llieii the government cracked down hard; the 
violence was crushed, the Communist leaders were arrested 
and promptly deported. 

Under the law anyone who is not a British subject may be 
sent from the colony without cause. It is a felony for him to 
return, and if he does he can be imprisoned for many years. 
As a result of this device the British got rid of many of the 
most virulent Communist leaders. 

Aside from the ofBcial closed eye and temporizing with 
local conditions, the British have played it strictly according 
to their book of rules. They recognize Red China, even though 
Chinese Reds are killing British troops in Korea. Meanwhile 
they arc spending millions to strengthen their defenses against 
possible Chinese aggression. There arc only 9000 Europeans 
and Americans among the 2,200,000 Chinese. Tlie government 
has to walk on eggs in this hate-filled atmosphere and the 
book of rules comes in handy. 

The book of rules is no help to the cause of freedom, how¬ 
ever, particularly when it is enforced in favor of the Com¬ 
munists. For example, the British arc a serious handicap to our 
Intelligence. Since they recognize Red China they must, as 
they see it, thwart efforts hostile to Red China, which include 
American efforts at espionage and activity by the agents of 
Chiang Kai-shek. Shortly before I arrived a secret Free China 
headquarters had been raided. All the code books had been 
seized and the eight Chinese in charge of the office locked up. 

lire heavy hand also sharply restricts the movement of the 
refugees. They are by no means all peasants; despite the pov¬ 
erty in which most of them now live, many were business 
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leaders, newspaper publishers, professors, and other intellec¬ 
tuals in Free China. One rule provides that no resident of 
Hong Kong may be given a visa permitting him to leave the 
colony and return unless he lived in Hong Kong at least three 
years prior to July 1951. Tliis effectively stops most of the 
Chinese intellectuals from paying visits to Formosa, though 
several thousand refugees emigrate from Hong Kong every 
month to stay on Formosa, adding to the population burden 
of the Nationalist island. A similar restriction operates against 
the Communists. No visa to leave Hong Kong and return is 
granted to any Chinese unless he speaks the Cantonese dialect. 
Since tlic Communist hold on Canton Province in the south 
of China is weak, this has stopped some of the movement in 
and out of the colony by trained Red spies. 

Another new regulation requires a deposit with the govern¬ 
ment of $10,000 Hong Kong (about $1600 American) by 
every ncw'S^iapcr. Tlie Chinese loyal to Chiang Kai-shek say; 
“That was aimed directly at us because none of us has that 
much money. Tlie Communists have unlimited money and 
soon they will be printing all of the newspapers.” The other 
side retorted: “lliis will operate against the Reds. None of 
the big newspapers in Hong Kong is Communist. Tlie big ones 
can make the deposit and the fly-by-nights cannot.” Actually 
the truth lay in between. The good non-Cominunist Chinese- 
and English-language newspapers could, of course, put up the 
deposit; but many of the small papers were put out of business 
and a majority of those happened to be for Free China. 

Few bookstores in all of Hong Kong sell anything except 
Communist literature. Prominently displayed in nearly every 
bookshop are books giving the fullest details of Communist 
doctrine and tactics, all proclaiming the right of Communism 
to rule Southeast Asia. Tliey savagely assail Great Britain, 
France, and always, of course, America. Much of the literature 
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concentrates on Indo-China, the crisis spot of the Pacific, if 
not of the world; significantly, this Communist propaganda 
lays great stress on the Tonkin Delta. I could not help but 
wonder whether the British, in their strict adherence to the 
rules, were playing ericket or Russian roulette. 

Again Paul Lockwood solved the schedule problems with 
the help of United States Consul General Walter P. Mc- 
Conaughy: we were to meet with the American community at 
a reception; with Mr. McConaughy and his first deputy at 
lunch; with the ranking British diplomats and military leaders 
at a small dinner at Government House; and with American, 
British, and French business leaders at the home of Mr. and 
Mrs. John Keswick at Shek-O. Private meetings with Chinese 
leaders of a variety of shades of opinion preceded dinner with 
the whole group at the Consulate Residence. In between times 
1 saw' mcmlx;rs of our consular staff, individual reporters, and 
many other Chinese and Americans. I had long since stopped 
trjing to learn real opinions from Asians in groups, particularly 
in these tense and troubled areas where spies lurked always in 
the shadows. 

Shek-O, the home of the Kcswicks, is situated w'dl up the 
mountain on the ocean side. As we sat on the lawm gazing 
down on the Pacific, somebody casually mentioned that one 
of the neighbors had caught a cobra in her bathroom the other 
day. Tliey w'ere all amused at how frightened she had been 
until her Number One boy came and killed it. Another neigh¬ 
bor had killed a cobra in her garden a few weeks before. The 
bamboo snake is an even more unfriendly visitor. Only about 
a foot long, he sometimes leaves the mountains where he 
belongs and wanders into people’s front yards; his bite is fatal 
in twenty minutes. Tlie mountain was about thirty yards from 
where we were sitting but none of my hosts took the snake 
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problem seriously. “Why, I don't ever remember when any¬ 
body I know has died of a bamboo-snake bite,” said Mrs. Kes¬ 
wick. “If they bite you, you can usually get help in time to have 
it treated.” 

Political opinion was divided even among this small group 
of good friends; but they are used to amicable disagreement, 
and conversation WTindercd off into anecdotes. One was about 
a former American marine aviator who later became one of 
Chennault’s Flying Tigers and then a civilian pilot for CAT, 
the Chennault airline. It seemed that he had been flying sup¬ 
plies for the Nationalist Government back and forth between 
Nanking and Chiang’s headquarters as the Communists ad- 
\'anced. He happened to be in Nanking when the Communists 
took the city, and although he w'as a civilian, they promptly 
put him in prison. Wlien he was arrested he spoke very little 
Chinese, but during two years in prison he applied himself and 
learned to speak it quite fluently. Tlien he bribed his way out 
of jail, went out on a busy street comer, got on a soapbox, and 
gave a flaming anti-Communist speech to an ever increasing 
and sympathetic crowd. Tlie meeting was finally broken up by 
the police and he was put in solitary confinement. Again he 
bribed his way out and repeated the same performance. After 
the third effort the Reds gave up. Tliey decided he was too hot 
to handle and expelled him from the country. Why they 
didn't shoot him, no one knows. I would neither have believed 
the story nor reported it here if it had not been certified as 
true by the manager of the airline. 

A British businessman who had specialized in Russian af¬ 
fairs brought up the subject of the Russian budget. He made 
the startling assertion that Moscow allots an equal amount of 
money in her budget for propaganda, for fomenting revolu¬ 
tion, and for her huge armed forces. Although I still do not 
believe that such staggering sums could be appropriated for 
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propaganda and revolution, others in a position to know a good 
deal about it agreed with this estimate. I have never seen it 
reported, and of course no one outside the Kremlin can be 
sure, but it does fit the facts. Five full-scale. Communist- 
directed revolutions are now in progress in the Pacific alone; in 
Korea, the Philippines, Indo-China, Malaya, and Indonesia. 
Tlie cost of the successful Communist operations in the turbu¬ 
lent Near East—in Iran, Egypt, Tunisia, and elsewhere—must 
also be tremendous. In Italy and in France the Communists 
seem to have unlimited money and their “cultural tours” to 
most of the countries of Europe, Asia, and Africa must cost 
astronomical sums. Meanwhile, they quietly win elections in 
Africa, in South America, and wherever free government is 
not strongly rooted among a stable population. 

Estimates vary as to the number of “Russian advisers” in 
Mao Tsc-tung’s Red China. On Formosa estimates ran as high 
as 500,000; in Hong Kong they thought perhaps 100,000. It 
reminded me of Mexico City during World War II, where 
the Russian Embassy maintained three hundred men of fight¬ 
ing age at a time when there was not enough business to justify 
ten. Tlicy were the cream of young Soviet leadership, prepar¬ 
ing for their future work of subversion in Latin America. 

Sometimes on this trip it seemed to me that we were losing 
the cold war to the Communists by default; we are being 
overwhelmed by the skill and sheer volume of Communist 
propaganda. We are spending $40,000,000,000 on anns and 
not so much as $1,000,000,000 on all propaganda and counter¬ 
revolutionary activity jiut together. We must spend more on 
propaganda and make it infinitely better. Americans know 
how to sell every article of commerce under the sun; I am 
sure wc can leam, if we really try, to sell our purposes and our 
articles of faith. So far as counter-revolutionary activity is con¬ 
cerned, we of the free world have just been sitting, doing 
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nothing, for too long. Our present modest efforts must be 
enormously acecleratcd to give the Communists some troubles 
of their own. We cannot afford to leave the offensive to the 
enemy forever. 

Naturally one of the first topics to come up in almost every 
discussion in Hong Kong was the British recognition of Red 
China. Here the American view is worlds apart from that of 
the British. Our own Vice Admiral Oscar C. Badger, out of his 
long cxjjcrience in the Pacific, summed it up w'ell when he said: 
“I am opposed to the recognition of the present Communist 
government of China. I believe that the unanimous stamp of 
approval by Western nations of a government so unpopular, so 
tyrannical, and so at odds with all acceptable principles of 
civilization would result in loss of Western prestige and would 
result in the encouragement of similar movements by minori¬ 
ties in other world areas and the further spread of Communist 
tyranny and slavery among people who basically seek peace, 
independence, and the opportunity to establish for themselves 
a better wny of life.” 

It is ironic that Australia and New Zealand, the two British 
Dominions in the far Pacific, have refused to abandon Chiang 
Kai-shek and recognize Red China, while their mother country 
has taken the opposite course. 

Both British and many Chinese leaders sharply challenged 
the almost universal American belief that Britain recognized 
Red China to save Hong Kong and its trade. Actually, they 
point out, eighty per cent of the trade of Hong Kong is with 
the free world. “London decided to recognize Red China on 
the long view,” said one. “It was on the gamble that there 
would be no World War III. Tire Far Eastenr Division of the 
British Foreign Office felt very strongly that, since Mao Tse- 
tung had conquered all the Chinese mainland, recognition. 
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however distasteful, was necessary. No other government could 
represent the 450,000,000 people in China. 

“On the long view, they were sure that China would be¬ 
come more Chinese than Communist. She would want to 
trade, she would have to trade; and China has more than twice 
as many people as Russia. No Chinese ruler would for long 
be willing to be a puppet of Moscow.” 

The argument was superficially persuasive but to me the 
idea of jiromptly recognizing a bloody conquest was repulsive, 
even disregarding the fact that our wartime ally Chiang Kai- 
shek was still the head of a government on Chinese soil, h’rom 
painful experience the world once learned tliat “you can’t do 
business with Hitler.” It should have learned long since that 
you can’t deal with Stalin except through strength. Even the 
Tiger Balm King had learned that. On Formosa I wondered 
about huge billboards of tigers advertising “Tiger Balm.” 
“’That’s the most famous patent medicine in China,” was the 
answer, “an ointment wliicli is supposed to cure almost every¬ 
thing. The company also makes other remedies including a 
pain killer and Chinkowhitc Wind Mixture for gas on the 
stomach. ’Ihe owner is one of the richest men in the world. 
He has homes in Hong Kong, Singapore, and other capitals.” 
The I’igcr Balm King tried to play both sides of the fence. He 
kept his I long Kong newspaper strictly neutral, having a chain 
of stores on the mainland and hoping that in return, when 
the Communists came in, they would leave them alone. But he 
learned his lesson; they promptly seized every one of his stores. 
Since then he has turned violently anti-Communist. 

The Chinese I met in Hong Kong who had recently been 
behind the Bamboo Curtain felt that the Reds had made a 
grave blunder in their harsh treatment of the small business¬ 
man. I heard this repeatedly in both Manila and Formosa, but 
I waited until I got to Hong Kong to check the stories carefully. 
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As one experienced Chinese said: "Tlie policy of the Com¬ 
munists is to tax the small merchants out of existence. This is 
dictated directly by Moscow. What Moscow doesn’t under¬ 
stand about China is that the small merchants in China arc 
also the manufacturers of China. In China there are practieally 
no big factories to nationalize. Tlie individual small business¬ 
man and his wife, his children, his nephews, his nieces, and his 
aunts make up Chinese industry. Tliey make their goods in the 
back of their store and they sell them in the front. Tlic back¬ 
bone of China’s industrial capacity is the little merchant who 
both manufactures and sells.” 

It is equally definite that the Communists eommitted 
another bad eeonomic blunder when they forced the small 
businessmen to put most of their savings into war bonds to 
support their Korean adventure. The Nationalist Government 
had done its best to get the merchants to give up their hidden 
gold and silver to pro\'ide stability for the inflated curreney. 
The Communists had a new technique. One businessman who 
had been through it in Shanghai told me: “The Reds had all 
the employees of my shop come and sit with me to demand 
that I raise money to buy war bonds, llicy stayed all morning 
insisting; I in turn insisted that I had no money. Then they 
stayed all evening and all night and all the next day. They 
wouldn’t let me leave the room and finally I had to give in. I 
sent and got my last savings and gave them for Communist 
war bonds. The result was that I had no capital left for my 
business; I couldn’t buy raw materials; I couldn’t pay the men 
their wages—so I had to close up my shop. Then I knew that 
I might be arrested and shot because I wasn’t running my busi¬ 
ness any more; so here I am in I long Kong.” 

Tliis story was typical of what has gone on all over China 
since the Chinese entered the Korean war. The Communist 
policies almost wrecked production. 'They finally discovered 
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their error and are again trying to encourage small business 
and home manufacture, but there is great doubt whether they 
can rebuild the structure they almost destroyed. 

Tlic Pciping radio has been officially reporting mass execu¬ 
tions of “landlords, imperialists, and enemies of the people’' 
since early 1951. There was no question about the fact; what 
I wanted to know was the extent of the executions and the 
effect upon the people. Again I had heard many reports in 
Formosa and Manila but I wanted to get firsthand accounts 
if I could. It was not difficult; Hong Kong is tragically full of 
people with personal experience of Communist savagery. Tlicir 
estimates of the number already executed by July 1951 ranged 
from 1,000,000 up to 2,000,000. Most people thought the latter 
was the more probable total. 

“In the cities,” one recently arrived Chinese refugee told 
me, “many of those the Communists execute are actually pro¬ 
fessional criminals. No more than half are political execu¬ 
tions. Of course the much-advertised mass trials are not trials 
at all. Tlie fate of the prisoner is settled in advance, some¬ 
times at a secret hearing. Then the people are gathered to¬ 
gether and a group of prisoners is ‘placed on trial.’ The people 
are exhorted to denounce them and, as mass hysteria grows, one 
after another is condemned. Then they are taken out and shot 
for the benefit of the mob in an orgy of blood lust. Nothing 
so terrible has ever happened in the whole history of China.” 

In the country it is different. One Chinese who had lived 
all his life in a small village told me about it and many others 
confirmed it. “In tlic rural areas,” he said, “they have an exact 
formula. Five hundred out of every ten thousand must be 
killed. Usually they are supposed to be ‘landlords’ and often 
they arc brought from as much as fifty miles away, which in 
China is a great distance, so the people of the village won’t 
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know wlio they arc. When the trial is held, the people are all 
gathered together and called upon to denounce the victims. 
After they arc condemned, the peasants are made to beat them 
to death, continuing even after they arc dead so all will have 
blood on their hands.” 

Even what seems to be a stupid violation of the most sacred 
aspect of Chinese life—the family unit—is a sharply calculated 
move. Tlic Communist-published newspapers of China pro¬ 
vide evidence in abundance. Tlic official Communist News 
Agency reported on April 19, 1951, for example, the case of a 
man whose son a.sked his brother to bring the father to Canton 
for a visit. When he arrived the first son, who was an inspector 
of the Kwangtung Provincial Board of Public Security, accused 
his own father of being a high-intcrest moneylender and of 
hoarding gold. Tlie aging father was put on public trial before 
his own son as judge and sentenced to death. 'Ihc son executed 
the sentence. 

On April 11, 1951, the Communist News Agency reported: 
“A girl student named Chen Kuo-ching rushed from her 
school to the scene of a public trial to accuse her mother as 
a secret agent against the Communists. ‘Secret agents arc all 
against human nature,’ the daughter said, ‘and 1, therefore, do 
not want to recognize my mother as she is a spy who should be 
executed by the authorities.’ She was dealt with by the trial 
and executed.” 

On May 2, 1951, the New China News Agency reported that 
Miss Tom Tan, a student at Shiao Ching Normal School in 
Kwangtung Province, accused her father as a “man of enor¬ 
mity.” She charged that he was an enemy of the state and 
urged that he be executed. He was promptly brought to trial 
and killed. 

Tire same news agency reported that another student, Lee 
Chi, publicly denounced his father, saying, “If a man like 
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my father is not to be executed, how are we going to face the 
people?” 

ITiesc are only a few of thousands of similar cases reported 
by the ofBcial Communist government news agency. The most 
terrible aspect is that the Free Chinese admit that the program 
is succeeding in breaking the family unit. 

Tlie purge of intellectuals has been similarly effective and 
savage. 

Tlie proud boast of the Communists that they have abol¬ 
ished corruption in China was also confirmed in part; their 
revolutionary forces arc not corrupt in the sense of taking 
bribes, though as they stay longer in power old habits come 
back. Just as wc have heard many reports of corruption in 
Russia today, there were also increasing reports that the Chi¬ 
nese tradition of the “squeeze” was returning, but as of the 
summer of 1951 taxes were still being collected with honesty 
and rigidity. Tins was a terrible shock to the Chinese people, 
who had never paid taxes at the rates that were levied. Nor¬ 
mally, if the peasant had a bad crop or his wife was sick, he 
could always persuade the collector to leave him his seed rice 
for the next year or to remit part of his taxes to take care of 
his wife. Sometimes a bribe was necessary; sometimes not. The 
system worked over centuries and everybody understood it and 
got along. Tlie Communist habit of collecting the full tax 
was demoralizing both the peasant and the businessman. 

On top of all their other troubles, the Chinese people as a 
whole know they have taken the most frightful losses in Korea. 
From many eyewitnesses I was able to confirm that trainloads 
of wounded have been moving into Manchuria and North 
China. 'Fransport is so bad that no one expected that any of 
them would ever get to South China but again firsthand ac¬ 
counts reported trainload after trainload of wounded coming 
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as far south as Canton. “Our people may not all be able to 
read and write,” one Chinese put it, “but they are wise enough 
to know that those trainloads of wounded coming all the way 
down to Canton mean that they have suffered terrible losses.” 
At last I was fully convinced that my checkup in Korea on 
Army statistics concerning Chinese casualties was correct. The 
United States Army has not exaggerated: the Chinese have 
taken a frightful beating. 

Even these terrible losses, however, are not decisive in Chi¬ 
nese opinion. Tlie people are told that, whatever losses they 
have suffered, the Americans have suffered far worse, that the 
Americans have been badly beaten and are suing for peace. 
The government circulated throughout China photographs of 
American Army officers riding with white flags to Kaesong for 
the truce talks. As a result, we took a bad licking in the prop¬ 
aganda war for tlie minds of the people. 

The Chinese arc a proud people. In the half century since 
the Boxer Rebellion they had become convinced that they 
could not successfully fight the white man as every outbreak 
was sternly put down. Now for the first time in fifty years the 
Chinese are being told that they have won a war against the 
white man and many believe it. “Even though they hate the 
government,” a Chinese scholar said, “their sense of personal 
and national pride has been aroused by the Communist claims 
of victory in Korea. Fifty years of humiliation at the hands of 
the white man is being wiped out.” 

There is no question that a vast number of Chinese did re¬ 
sent the white man’s colonization; but now they arc beginning 
to learn about the Russians too. Wlicther the number of Rus¬ 
sian “advisers” in China is 100,000 or 500,000, there are too 
many as far as the Chinese are concerned. For quite a while 
these advisers were discreet; they stayed in their own com¬ 
pounds and rarely went out except at night. As time passed 
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they have become careless and bolder; a great many, too, are 
young men who want to show off, get drunk, and have a good 
time. Despite all restraints, they are increasingly in evidence. 
Tliere arc also increasingly frequent reports that they have 
raped many wives of the officers and men of the Chinese Red 
Army; just recently the Communist news agency has been 
reporting the murder of a number of Russians in Chinese 
cities. 

Docs all this mean that Chiang Kai-shek could win a free 
election in China today? I put that question to almost every¬ 
one. The answers were as numerous and as different as the 
number of people I asked, but the sum total of opinion of 
those who had been in China within the preceding few months 
was that, despite Chiang’s low estate when the Communists 
won the mainland, most of them believed he would today 
have the support of the majority of the Chinese people. “The 
good old days” always look better the further you get away 
from them and China is no exception. Chiang personally al¬ 
ways had the respect of the Chinese people and, whatever the 
defects of his government, had a strong spiritual hold upon 
them. But this will not be enough to liberate China. Millions 
will not rise just in response to a landing. One eminent Chi¬ 
nese scholar said to me at the Consulate Residence: “A new 
set of principles should be worked out for the Free China 
movement. The people will not accept the old slogans today; 
if a real program is advanced I believe they would rally to it 
provided it was accompanied by military strength and a chance 
to win.” 

In Hong Kong the Chinese were gravely concerned about the 
Soviet cease-fire proposals for Korea and their consequences. 
“If a cease-fire should go through,” said one of their leaders, 
“the political discussions which follow will present a grave 
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crisis to the cause of Free China. Just last week a prominent 
Communist came to Hong Kong, announcing that in those 
political negotiations Mao Tse-tung would win a great victory. 
He claimed that Red China would have to be admitted to the 
discussions in the United Nations; that alone would be victory 
enough. When this happened, he boasted, the British and the 
Americans would split wide open over the issue of formal ad¬ 
mission of Red China into the United Nations and on the de¬ 
livery of Formosa to Mao Tse-tung. 

‘"^rhe Communist leader v’as right,'’ my friend continued. 
“We believe here that this ultimate political offensive by the 
Communists to split Britain and the United States on these 
critical issues will be more effective than any military offensive. 
We also believe it will be followed by a Soviet peace offensive 
all over the world, and when it is at its height, the Reds will 
then launch their great invasion of Indo-China. "^Tliat will be 
a black day.” 

“Arc you convinced that Red China will move next against 
Indo-China?” I asked. My Chinese friend smiled and shrugged 
his shoulders. Then he reminded me that only the day before 
the Chinese Red radio had triumphantly announced the com¬ 
pletion of a 115-mile railway spur terminating at the Indo- 
China border. He also handed me a United Press report which 
read: “The Reds arc now able to transport supplies to Indo- 
China via rail all the way from Peiping which is in turn con¬ 
nected with the Trans-Siberian Railway. 

“Chinese reports during the past week said the flow of sup¬ 
plies from China to Indo-China via Hainan Island has greatly 
increased. The completion of the railroad followed the arrival 
in Peiping earlier this week of an Indo-Chinese Communist 
delegation, evidently to seek more aid. Tlie group was headed 
by one of Ho Chi Minh’s principal guerrilla leaders, Hong 
Quoc Viet.” 
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We both agreed the building of the spur was an ominous 
sign and returned to the question of British and American re¬ 
lations: “Do the intellectuals in China believe that Britain and 
America w'ould split over the issue of delivering Formosa to 
the Reds?” 

“Yes, they do, and we in Hong Kong believe that it is an 
imminent danger. Tlic possibility undermines the morale of all 
of us who want to be Free Chinese even though many of us 
are not enthusiastic about Chiang Kai-shek. You mustn’t for¬ 
get that Chinese merchants do most of the business in this 
l^art of the world and they are important in all the Pacific 
countries. If Formosa and Chiang Kai-shek should finally fall, 
then there would be only one Chinese government. Inevitably 
the overseas Chinese would go over to the Communists. We 
tliink that would spell the end of freedom in Asia,” he con¬ 
cluded. 

Unhappily this was a common opinion. A slightly different 
point of view was expressed by a Chinese businessman whom 
I got to know very well. lie represented an American firm and 
had a very broad point of view. Alone at breakfast one morn¬ 
ing, I asked him for his opinion of the attitude of the overseas 
Chinese. “My people are peaceful, you know,” he said. “We 
are a cheerful people, too. If the average Chinese has a bowl of 
rice and is left alone he will work hard, live happily with his 
family, be a good neighbor and a good citizen. 

“As a businessman I was completely disgusted with the 
Chiang regime. I will confess to you that I had hopes that Mao 
Tsc-tung was a real patriot and would bring about a strong, 
united China. I really favored his recognition by the British 
Government.” 

“When did you change your views?” 

“I first began to have some serious doubts,” he replied, 
“when I heard of the heavy taxes they were putting on the 
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peasants. Then when Mao Tse-tung entered the Korean war 
it began to look as though he was a Moscow puppet after all. 
When he started the mass trials and executions I was horrified, 
and every day that passes makes it clearer to me that the Com¬ 
munists arc the worst enemies China ever had.” 

“How do you feel about the attitude of the overseas Chi¬ 
nese in other countries?” 

“I think most of them have gone through pretty much the 
same soul-searching experience that 1 have. First we were 
hopeful; then we were doubtful, and now most of us have ab¬ 
solutely no use for Mao Tse-tung. Somehow he must be de¬ 
feated or he will destroy China and all Southeast Asia.” 

Among the large volume of letters that came to me at Hong 
Kong the most moving was one signed by fifty-one leading 
Chinese scholars in exile who announced that they spoke for 
two hundred more who had authorized the use of their names. 
Printed in Chinese and accompanied by a translation, it was 
signed by such men as Dr. Neyncn Huang, Harvard Univer¬ 
sity, M.A., president of Canton University; Dr. Sih-fung Tang, 
Columbia University, M.A., dean of the Chu-Hai College, 
Hong Kong; Dr. J. L. Chin, University of Chicago, Ph.D., 
professor of Yen King and Peking universities, Peiping, llicse 
were brave men living in a city teeming vwth spies and con¬ 
spirators, having been driven out of China when the Commu¬ 
nists purged the universities of all except those who blindly 
followed the party line. Never knowing when the Reds might 
move to take Hong Kong, they nevertheless boldly sent me 
the testimony to their faith and then released it to the news¬ 
papers with their names attached. In part their letter read: 

“Like hundreds of thousands of other free Chinese, we have 
fled from the Red Terror in the hope of seeing better days to 
come. Taking pride in the liberal traditions of Chinese civili- 
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zation, we are irreconcilably opposed to the Communists for 
their attempt to eradieate the most valuable part of our eul- 
tural heritage. We are eonfident that the beaeon of freedom 
that is shining in Formosa will one day light every nook and 
comer of the Chinese eontinent once again. 

“It grieves us to recall that we have allowed the forces of evil 
to get the upper hand in the last few years and that we have 
not fought bravely enough in the battle between freedom and 
slavery. But wc arc taking the bitter lessons to heart and are 
detcmiined to make amends. Wc dedicate ourselves anew to 
the cause of freedom and will co-operate wholeheartedly with 
all who are similarly inspired, whether they be in Asia, Europe, 
or America. 

“Tire Chinese mainland has fallen into the clutches of the 
Soviet Union through the instrumentality of the Chinese 
Communist Party. Tlic latter, though dominant for the time 
being, is grossly ignorant of China and the Chinese people; 
they do not know that Communism docs not fit the objective 
conditions of the country. Tliose intellectuals w'ho have re¬ 
ceived a Western education, as well as the common run of men 
imbued with Chinese cultural traditions, never believe that 
Communism can be a progressive influence and promote pop¬ 
ular welfare. Tire Chinese Communist Party has negated every 
traditional institution, but has not made any positive contribu¬ 
tion to satisfy the needs of the masses. It has substituted 
dogma and dictatorship for freedom. Tliough the people arc 
cowed into submission for the moment, the time will come 
when they will throw off the Communist yoke and assert their 
rights as free individuals. 

“However complex the international situation may be, the 
human craving for freedom and democracy and the desire to 
make the best possible use of atomic energy for human welfare 
seems to be universal. Tlie central theme of all contemporary 
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problems appears to be the promotion of a better and fuller 
life by means of science, democracy, and the application of 
atomic energy to peaceful pursuits. All that would of course 
be impossible without liberty. 

“After having conquered the Chinese mainland, Stalin and 
his henchmen arc turning the 450,000,000 Chinese into can¬ 
non fodder in their program for world conquest. As the United 
States is the main prop of the free world, she has become the 
butt of Communist propaganda. Tliat is v\'hy Mao Tse-tung’s 
so-called ‘volunteers’ arc fighting in Korea under the banner of 
‘resisting the U.S.A.’ Tlic American bojs must have learned 
by now how savagely and ruthlessly the Communists have 
fought. Stalin’s puppets arc whipping up a frantic anti-Amer¬ 
ican movement, whieh we Free Chinese deplore and which 
Americans must take as a serious warning. 

“We Free Chinese arc detennined to fight Communism to 
the bitter end. We shall fight until the whole Chinese con¬ 
tinent is free from the Communist menace. We arc sure that 
your recent visit to Formosa must have impressed Your Ex¬ 
cellency with the resoluteness of the common people and that 
of the National Government in their struggle against the dark 
forces of international Communism. Though we may differ 
among ourselves on questions of internal policies, we are 
united in our opposition to the Puppet Regime in Peking. 
President Chiang Kai-shek is now, in the eyes of the 450,000,- 
000 Chinese, the symbol of anti-Communism, just as he was 
the symbol of anti-Japanese aggression in 1937-45. 

“We do not necessarily belong to any one school of thought, 
but we are all agreed in our fundamental antagonism to the 
theory and practice of Communism. We stand for the his¬ 
torical and cultural continuity of our beloved country, and 
Free China is the embodiment of our highest ideal. 

“We care nothing for party, factional, or group interests. 
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We arc united as freedom-loving and democratic individuals. 
Fully conscious of the immense difficulties confronting us, we 
are confident of the eventual triumph of Good over Evil and 
of Truth over Falsehood.” 

It seems to me that as long as scholars such as these arc 
willing to risk their lives in the cause of truth, freedom will 
live on. 

Tlic Chinese in Hong Kong have not lost their sense of wry 
humor despite the difficult conditions of life. One who for ob¬ 
vious reasons must be nameless told me that it had fallen to his 
lot to be the host to an important American Midwestern pub¬ 
lisher who visited Shanghai after the war. Naturally the host did 
everything he eould to make his guest comfortable and, as he 
tells it, “When I took my guest to the airport he told me how 
much he appreciated the hospitality he had received. Tlien he 
said the only way he could really express his gratitude and af¬ 
fection was to give me his watch. With a handsome gesture 
he took the watch off his wrist and presented it to me and I, of 
course, acccjrted it with thanks, lire watch that my guest gave 
me was silver,” he said with a twinkle. “I had observed at 
luncheon that the watch he was wearing was gold. I wondered 
how many silver watches he was carrying in his suitcase.” 

A note of tragedy was in the voice of a young Chinese I 
had known in America as he told me about his six-year-old 
daughter, who is still in his native city in China. “My little 
girl loved playing with rubber bands,” he told me. “Every 
time I wrote her I used to send a few. But she returned to me 
the last batch I sent, saying sternly in her best six-year-old Chi¬ 
nese that they had been made in America and therefore she 
could not take them because they were evil.” 

In I long Kong I first learned of the Communist Chinese 
practice of wholesale extortion. One Chinese publisher, I was 
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told, had been waited upon by a Communist representative 
from the mainland who advised him that his brother was a pris¬ 
oner and that unless his paper turned Communist the brother 
would be tortured and killed. It was a dreadful dilemma and he 
fought it out through many sleepless nights. Finally he gave 
the Reds his answer: “If I turn my paper Communist, you may 
release my brother. But then you will seize another relative and 
demand more of me. In the end you will ruin me and I will 
never know whether you spared my family or not. I cannot 
accept your proposal.” I was to hear much more of this in 
other capitals. In the months since I have been home reports 
have reached the American press in inereasing numbers of ex¬ 
tortionate demands on American Chinese families. In addition 
to the honor of being the first Communist ruler of China, Mao 
Tse-tung has chosen for himself the role of boss of the biggest 
blackmail racket in history. 

I gained my first real understanding of “squeeze” in Hong 
Kong. In America we call it graft but in China it is part of 
everybody’s pay, from houseboys to government officials. No¬ 
body is paid a living wage; everybody is expected to make 
something on the side. An American who had lived in Ilong 
Kong for many years put it this way: “I tell my houseboy to 
go out and buy me a hat. Tlie houseboy, though he is com¬ 
pletely honest and trustworthy, will make five per cent on the 
hat. It’s the rule. ITie trouble begins only if my boy takes 
twenty per cent, thirty or forty per cent. That’s bad. He’s 
broken the rules; he is corrupt and must be dismissed. Five 
per cent is proper; more is stealing.” 

Sometimes in our own self-righteousness I think we are too 
easily shocked by Asian customs which arc different from ours 
but have their own common-sense background. I recall an 
anecdote about the Burma Road after the British had re- 
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opened Free China’s life line after Pearl Harbor. On one 
stretch of the road a local bandit levied toll on all truckloads 
headed for Chungking. An American who knew the East was 
sent down to put a stop to this extortion. He soon reported 
back that it made more sense to leave the bandit alone. Every 
time a Japanese plane bombed the road the bandit ordered 
out the villagers to repair the damage. His “squeeze” on the 
traffic cost much less than we would have spent to maintain 
American crews and equipment to repair the highway. 

In America we pay living salaries, and graft in either public 
or private life is a crime. In Asia, since few arc paid enough to 
live on, they are expected to make up tlie rest of their living. 
ITiis practice went on for thousands of years before Columbus 
discovered America. I suspect it will go on, whoever runs 
China. We cannot make Asia over into our image. If we try it 
wc will just make enemies of the Asians and fools of ourselves. 

Our stay in Hong Kong was unexpectedly and delightfully 
extended by two days. In planning the trip I had been re¬ 
peatedly urged to meet Malcolm MacDonald, British Com¬ 
missioner General in Southeast Asia; he was the leading British 
offieial of the Pacifie; he was the “wise man of Asia.” To my 
dismay I now learned in Hong Kong that his schedule, planned 
long before mine, would put him in Hong Kong when my 
schedule called for me to be in Singapore. I was not going to 
travel forty-one thousand miles in the Pacific and not meet 
Malcolm MacDonald. So I changed my schedule, postponed 
my departure by two days, and w'e met for the first time in 
Government House at Hong Kong. He is short, vigorous, and, 
with an evcrlurking smile, is one of the most attraetivc person¬ 
alities I ever met. He, Alexander Grantham, and I had tea to¬ 
gether and I was glad to learn that he would be baek in Singa¬ 
pore by the time I arrived there on my new schedule and would 
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be there during my whole visit. The change of schedule was a 
fortunate one and my contacts with Malcolm MacDonald in 
Singapore and Malaya were among the high points of the trip. 

Tlic delay made it possible for me to visit the New Terri¬ 
tories, across the bay. Crossing in the Governor’s launch, we 
were met by General G. C. Evans, commander of the British 
ground forces of the colony. Driving first through the con¬ 
gested streets of Kow'loon, we soon came into some of the 
most beautiful rice and vegetable fields I have ever seen. It is 
said that this tiny area of laud in the New Territories grows 
the finest rice in all China; for centuries it w'as traditional to 
take rice grown there to the Emperor. So far as the New Ter¬ 
ritories are concenicd, the rice is valuable but not important: 
Hong Kong could live only about three weeks on its total an¬ 
nual production. 

We drove along beautiful paved highways almost to the Red 
Chinese border. Then we transferred to a jeep. With General 
Evans at the wheel, we scaled the sides of a mountain on a 
narrow, one-car road which clung perilously to the side of the 
mountain with a precipitous drop beside it. At the end of the 
road we got out and climbed to the top of the highest hill, 
which gave a commanding view of the harbor, the New Ter¬ 
ritories, and the Communist territory across the line on two 
sides of us. 

llie British have dug in and are determined about defend¬ 
ing the New Territories. With 20,000 troops on the job, they 
have recently exchanged one regiment for another which had 
fought a tough year in Korea. The men arc well trained and 
well disciplined; their morale is high and the British stoutly 
assert that, with the aid of the fleet and aircraft carriers, they 
will hold Hong Kong come what may. I had been all over that 
subject in a long discussion at Government House. I still 
doubt whether that narrow peninsula which tapers into Hong 



Hong Kong 199 

Kong Harbor could be held against Chinese hordes by any¬ 
thing less than atomic artillery. 

From a police observation post, high on a hill, we had a 
glimpse of the contraband trade with Communist China. Just 
below us was the high wire fence the British have built along 
the river, which borders much of their scvcntcen-mile front 
across the peninsula, llirough the post’s telescope it was easy 
to sec a group of Red soldiers busily unloading rubber tires 
from a junk that had come up the river that night. 

Tliis firsthand look at the contraband trade with Red China 
gave renewed meaning to the many talks I had had in Hong 
Kong on the subject. Wlrile we were there the South China 
Mowing Post of Hong Kong carried a two-column story on 
Wednesday, July 25, headlined “Boat and Cargo Seized.” 
llicn the subheads; “$120,000 Involved in Court Order for 
Confiscation.” It seemed that goods worth about $70,000 
Hong Kong (a Hong Kong dollar was at that time worth about 
sixteen American cents) and a boat worth about $50,000 Hong 
Kong had been captured in the harbor, without a license, 
headed iiji the Pearl River. Hidden on the boat were military 
field telephones, shock absorbers, shock absorber rings for mili¬ 
tary jeeps, piston rings, boxes of photograph printing paper, 
and rolls of film. Boat and cargo were confiscated after trial 
and the master of the boat and its chief engineer were fined 
$1000 each or six months in prison. Local business leaders and 
officials were sensitive about the subject and insisted sharply 
that, while some smuggling does exist, the colonial authorities 
have put their backs into the job of stopping it. 

The best opinion was that about $3,000,000 a week of con¬ 
traband was smuggled up the river by one means or another. 
That is a drop in the bucket to China, and if it is all she is 
getting through Hong Kong and the Portuguese island of 
Macao, it will do her little good. 
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Out refusal to ship American cotton to Hong Kong, lest it 
be smuggled into Red China, is particularly resented by the 
local textile industry, with its 125,000 employees. Mr. 11 . C. 
Yung, chairman of the Spinners Club of Hong Kong, an or¬ 
ganization of thirteen local cotton mills with 192,006 spindles, 
wrote me a letter outlining the problem as they see it: 

“Ihc export of raw cotton from Hong Kong is definitely and 
completely prohibited. 

“None of the end-products of any of the Hong Kong mills 
are sold or shipped to China. Tlie bulk of the yams and/or 
cloths produced, after satisf}'ing the demand by local weavers 
and knitters, are exported to the United Kingdom, Pakistan, 
Indonesia, French Indo-China, the Philippines, the Malay 
States, Bunna, Australia, East and West and South Africa. 

“Large quantities of cloth are being manufactured in Hong 
Kong for use of the British Army land forces in the Far 
East, which includes Hong Kong, Singapore, and Korea. In 
addition, potential supplies of anny clothing for the Common¬ 
wealth of Australia, Department of Supply, are now under 
negotiation. 

“Tlie embargo by the United States of America on the ex¬ 
port of raw cotton to Hong Kong allows the sellers of other 
growths of cotton to fully exploit the mills in the matter of 
prices. Cutthroat rates have had to be paid for cotton required 
for civilian needs and one of the consequences was that the 
British Army in the Far East, with units fighting in Korea, 
have had to pay a much higher price for uniforms than would 
have otherwise been necessary. 

“There is no doubt that, in many quarters of the world, 
there has been a complete lack of understanding of the real 
position in Hong Kong. While Hong Kong’s unique trading 
position is being gradually realized and now that the restrictive 
measures against the export of materials of strategical value has. 
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been considerably tightened, it is to be hoped that the appro¬ 
priate American authorities might see their way to granting a 
suitable allocation of raw cotton to Hong Kong during the 
coming season. 

“lliis is all the more urgent when one considers that there 
are approximately 1,000,000 people, as refugees, who have come 
here, believing tliat the democratic way of life has more to offer 
than Communism. 

“If the colony is deprived of the necessary raw materials to 
keep the wheels of industry turning, these people will be de¬ 
prived of their livelihood and will have no alternative but to 
turn to Communism for what relief it promises.” 

Since the embargo was imposed, there has been only a min¬ 
imum of official trade between Red China and Hong Kong. 
All of it is non-contraband and most of it travels by rail. When 
they recognized China, the British tried sending a train up 
from Kowloon to Canton. Tliat was all right with the Reds 
and the train went all the way up to Canton. The only trouble 
vras that it never came back. The British sent a second train 
and then a third. None of them ever came back. Now they 
just send the train up to the border, about eighteen miles 
above Kowloon; passenger cars and engines stop there; only 
the freight cars go on, pulled by a new engine and operated by 
a new crew. Passengers must transfer to new cars, whichever 
way the train is going. 

Wliile Hong Kong is perhaps one of the most international 
spots on earth, I found much of the same tragic political short¬ 
sightedness that distressed me so much almost every place I 
went in the Pacific. Almost everybody in the city was thinking 
primarily about his own immediate problems. Just as the Jap¬ 
anese were thinking only about Japan and the Filipinos were 
thinking primarily about the Philippines, so were the people 
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of Hong Kong thinking primarily about Hong Kong. This is 
a natural, human trait the world over, but it is dangerous in 
these times. 

Everyone in Hong Kong agreed, however, that Southeast 
Asia was the Rice Bowl; that it had to be held; that the French 
must do it and that nobody knew how they could if the Chi¬ 
nese invaded. 

Strangely enough, only the Cliincse had thought it through. 
Maybe you have to lose your country before you can fully 
recognize danger. Tlic almost unanimous Chinese opinion 
was best c.xprcsscd by one scholar who .said: “Unless the 
Americans and the British get a plan and a policy, all Asia 
and the whole Pacific will fall. If you unite with the French 
and the British to guarantee the nations of Southeast Asia 
from Communist aggression, they will stand. Nothing else 
will save them—or you, in the long run.” llris was familiar 
language. I had suspected it was the truth before I left home. 
Tlic opinion had been confirmed in Tokyo and frankly stated 
by the best leaders on Fonnosa, the Philippines, and Hong 
Kong. It was increasingly clear to me that only strong action 
for a defense treaty for the whole area can preserve a free 
Pacific. 
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To-day you have to choose between freedom and slavery. . . . 
For even if you sliould be so fortunate as to escape bonds or 
death, servitude will be your lot, a servitude more cruel than 
hitherto; and what is more, you will be an impediment to the 
liberation of others. . . . Do not lose heart; think of all that 
is at stake. 

SjKCch of Brasidas reported by 
Thucydides c. ^22 b.c. 


iL^ENiN once proclaimed that “food is politics.” No sooner 
had the Communists consolidated their dictatorship on the 
Chinese mainland than they acted on Lenin’s cynical prin¬ 
ciple. Southeast Asia produced tv^'O thirds of the world’s ex¬ 
portable rice and it was at Southeast Asia they struek. 

Pouring down from the mountain passes on the south 
border of China, Red guerrilla troops launched their grand 
offensive at the heart of Southeast Asia. With the conquest 
of China complete, the offensive was designed to drive the 
French from Indo-China. Burma and 'Tliailand were ex¬ 
pected to fall without effort. Malaya and Indonesia would 
then be gone spiritually, the Philippines largely surrounded, 
Australia and New Zealand isolated, and India outflanked. 
Japan would lose her source of rice, her raw materials, and her 
trade area; her people and her huge industrial capacity were to 
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£all into Stalin’s waiting arms. Three hundred million people 
—more than twice the whole population of the United States— 
with all the riches of the Indies, were thus to be conquered. 
Or so the Communists dreamed. 

Overwhelming the French outposts in the mountains, guer¬ 
rilla forces of Ho Chi Minh, leader of the Communist Viet 
Minh movement in Indo-China, moved into the rich Tonkin 
Delta. Indo-China tottered and the fate of all the free Pacific 
hung in the balance. 

At that moment in December 1950 the unstable French 
Cabinet gathered itself together in Paris and in an inspired 
decision called on General Jean Marie de Lattrc dc Tassigny 
to take command as High Commissioner and Commander in 
Chief of the French forces in Indo-China. Flying halfway 
around the world from Paris to Saigon, Dc Lattrc went imme¬ 
diately to the fighting front. He found the first airport where 
he landed poorly defended, the troops slovenly and dispirited. 

“Wlio is in eommand here?” he blazed. A colonel admitted 
that he was. “You return to France tomorrow, in disgrace!” 
said De Lattre. 

From one end of the front to the other he flew, rode in 
jeeps, and walked. Storming, raging, removing commanders, 
promoting new ones on the spot, exhorting, encouraging, he 
thrilled men with leadership, with fighting courage and grim 
determination. In a dramatic appeal to the traditional French 
courage under fire, he restored morale, reorganized his waver¬ 
ing forces, and the rout was stopped. 

General dc Lattrc returned briefly to Saigon in the south for 
consultations with his home government and with Brigadier 
General Francis G. Brink, head of the American Military Aid 
Advisory Group, concerning essential supplies. Tlien he flew 
back to Hanoi, the capital of the Tonkin Delta, twenty-five 
miles from the fighting front. His first act was to revoke the 
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order of his predecessor for the evacuation of women and 
children. Against the rumble of guns in the distance, De Lattre 
announced to the French, the Reds, and the world: "I am 
bringing my wife from Paris to Hanoi! We arc here to stay.” 

Fighting in villages from house to house, in rice paddies and 
in jungles against appalling odds, the French held. But ammu¬ 
nition and supplies were running desperately low. 

Fortunately a few Americans understood the crisis. Wash¬ 
ington had given Indo-China a top priority on American aid 
and several cargoes of guns and ammunition arrived at the 
last desperate moment. Overnight, under enormous pressure, 
the precious supplies were unloaded; by truck, by cart, and on 
the backs of men, they were nished to the front lines. The 
Reds were stopped. For once our aid was neither too little 
nor too late. It was enough and just on time. 

Many Americans have asked whether our aid to our allies 
is really useful. In this case a few million dollars’ worth of 
American ammunition turned the tide of war, saved Indo- 
China, the Rice Bowl of the Orient, and the whole free Pacific. 

Six months later, at a dinner given by General de Lattre 
upon my arrival in Saigon, in the presence of his staff and of 
Emperor Bao Dai, the great French general threw his arms 
around General Brink and said: “He was my salvation.” 

Here we were in Indo-China where the sages had said ten¬ 
sions were so great that I should not come, where the tiniest 
incident could cause a diplomatic or military crisis. Instead, 
the French, as well as the local leaders were happily dining to¬ 
gether at the Palais du Haut Commissariat. Here was De 
Lattre as a most gracious host, the Emperor enjoying himself 
so much that he did not go home until twelve-fifteen in the 
morning, the head of our military mission being hailed by 
General de Lattre as his salvation, all amid an atmosphere of 
trust, confidence, and mutual respect. 



2 o 6 Journey to the Far PaeiGe 

I had suspected that much of what I had heard and read 
about Indo-China at home, in Tok3fO, Formosa, and Hong 
Kong was cither biased or inaccurate. It did not take long to 
become sure of it. Tire only entirely accurate statement I had 
heard about Indo-China was that things were still very grim. 

The government of France was as ill prepared to wage a war 
here as America was in Korea and waged it over the bitter oppo¬ 
sition of the Communists and Socialists in France. More than 
one sixth of the whole budget of the French Government is 
even now being poured into the war for the Rice Bowl, where 
they support 11.^,000 of their owai metropolitan and colonial 
troops. Tliis is in addition to their nearly two thousand French 
soldiers who have fought with valor in Korea and distinguished 
themselves on Heartbreak Ridge. 

'^Tlierc are two schools of thought about histoiy'. One is that 
events make men. The other is that men make events. In the 
dramatic struggle for Indo-China I have no doubt that one 
single man, General de L.attrc, before his tragic death in Janu¬ 
ary 1952, made some of the most important histoiy of our 
centim'. He was a French hero in World War II, later impris¬ 
oned by the Vichy Government for his continued resistance 
to the Germans. With the aid of his wife and his young son 
he escaped a special guard of fifty German soldiers and made 
his way to England in disguise. He uns commander of the 
French First Army in the liberation of southern France and 
in the march north in the defeat of Germany. Beyond retire¬ 
ment age. General de Lattre had still another great career: he 
saved Indo-China. At least it has a future today, however 
clouded it may be. 

He talked about Indo-China with explosive and infectious 
enthusiasm. Just above middle height, hawk-nosed, with deep- 
set eyes, De Lattre was one of the most exciting personalities 
I ever met. Unabashed by language difficulties, he spoke a 
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broken English with much more power and effectiveness than 
most people who know the language well. Admittedly, he was 
temperamental and sometimes acted with abruptness. Few 
men with such staggering responsibilities could be without 
temperament or impatience of detail. General dc Lattre was 
one of the greatest fighting men of this world and his successes 
in Indo-China proved it. 

He knew the meaning of sacrifice. Tire son who helped 
him escape from prison during the war grew up to be an officer 
in the French Army. On May 30, 1951, at the age of twenty- 
three, lacutenant Bernard de Lattre, the only son of his com¬ 
manding general, was killed in Indo-China. 

General de Lattre fought on. lie w'as a consecrated man 
who believed the soul of I’ rancc was being revived by her noble 
struggle against Communism in Indo-China. Recalling the 
recent death of his own son and speaking with the deepest 
emotion, he said to me; 

'‘The American mother weeps for her boy in Korea. The 
French mother weeps in the same way for her boy in Indo- 
China. 

“'Hie Americans want nothing from Korea but to halt ag¬ 
gression and leave that poor country in peace. We French have 
pledged ourselves to withdraw from Indo-China when there 
is peace. 

“We arc both fighting this same menace—this Communism. 
We arc joined together in this crusade.” 

Indo-China today consists of three independent kingdoms 
within the French Union: Viet Nam, the largest, Cambodia, 
and Laos. Saigon in Viet Nam is probably the sole completely 
beleaguered capital in the world. The only way I could plan 
to reach the city was by air. As we circled Tan Son Nhut air¬ 
port coming in for the landing, I counted twenty-three great 
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earthen bunkers guarding the field, protecting anti-aircraft 
guns and planes, while the whole airport was surrounded by 
barbed wire. A wave of wet heat struck us in the face as we 
stepped out of the plane. It was the midsummer rainy season 
and in ten minutes we were soaked through with sweat. 

Donald Heath, American Minister to Viet Nam, met us at 
the Saigon airj^ort and as wc drove through the city he pointed 
out the way the jungle had been cut back a good fifty j^ards on 
each side of the road. “Tliat is to prevent the Reds from finding 
cover near the road to snipe at cars and land convoys,” he said. 
“Of course, we can never drive out of the city until after mine- 
detection crews have cleared the land mines that are laid in 
the highways each night by the guerrillas. I’hc crew'S go out 
early, though, at about six in the morning; fortunately the job 
isn’t very difficult because the mines are usually handmade and 
so crude that they are easily detected.” 

After a shower at the Ministry Residence, I decided to rest 
for a few minutes before getting dressed for my courtesy calls 
on the Emperor and General de Lattre. It was then that I met 
my Saigon lizard. lie was brown, about five inches long, and 
was busily running around the ceiling above my head. Having 
seen a few in Bermuda, I was not disturbed but just the same 
I never thought any form of reptile was very attractive. “I am 
sharing my bedroom with a little guest in the form of a lizard,” 
I told Mrs. Heath when I went downstairs. 

“Oh yes,” she replied, “I think you will find two lizards in 
there. We cherish them, you know. ITicy won’t hurt you and 
so long as they are around they cat up all the flies that get in. 
The only trouble is,” she added sadly, “that they are cannibals 
and once in a while one of them eats the other. Then we have 
to get another lizard.” 

Downstairs I noticed that the whole house was open to the 
outdoors; even the front door had no glass and was just iron 
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grillwork. “Tlic mosquitoes won’t bother you,” Mrs. Heath 
assured me. “We simply don’t have any.” 

Donald Heath has been a career man in the State Depart¬ 
ment for many years. He is short and slight of stature, with a 
thin face, not the robust type one would expect to find in this 
explosive and dangerous assignment, but I soon learned why 
he was there. He speaks excellent French and his long training 
in treading lightly where political land mines were plentiful 
has stood him in good stead in his delicate task. He heads a 
staff which has mushroomed from a small consulate before the 
war to a mission of more than two hundred Americans today, 
the majority of them in the MAAG group. 

Tlie Heaths came to Saigon in the late spring of 1950. They 
did not hesitate when they were asked to take a post in a city 
from which came daily reports of bloodshed and violence. 
Since they had been evacuated from three countries just ahead 
of invading troops and shot at in two, Saigon would be nothing 
new. 

Like all State Department career people, the Heaths traveled 
from one post to the next with most of their earthly possessions 
in their trunks, llicy found the city in a state of siege: most 
of the shops were closed and bare of goods; hand grenades 
exploded every night in the streets within a few blocks of their 
home. Looking out of their wide unshuttered windows, they 
could sec tracer bullets from machine guns firing in the streets. 
Illiterate coolies were paid a few piasters by the Reds to throw 
hand grenades into restaurants where French soldiers were 
eating. Often the coolies did not know how to handle grenades 
and they were killed or had their arms blown off as their 
reward. There was widespread violence as the Communist 
Viet Minh waged a savage, cruel war of assassination and 
murder. 

Two days before I arrived in Saigon a hand grenade had been 
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thrown in the outskirts of the city and two French warrant 
officers were killed; but the improvement in just twelve 
months was amazing. The basic police job had been assigned 
to the developing native government; an honest, stem, and 
highly competent police chief was appointed; within a year 
his force developed real skill. Its sources of infonnation are 
good and apprehension of criminals is becoming swift, with 
punishment certain and severe. 

As 1 walked down the main street of Saigon looking at stores 
and talking with people, I saw one of the reasons for this prog¬ 
ress. A French warrant officer, followed in single file by three 
soldiers, marched down the middle of the sidewalk with that 
slow heavy gait known as the riot march—a deliberate, solid, 
relentless pace. Ihc officer looked straight ahead as he w'alked, 
with a drawn revolver in his hand. Each of the men behind 
him looked fi.vcdly to the left or to the right, carrying a tommy 
gun on his arm with his finger on the trigger. 

Tlicy were in stern contrast to the peaceful surroundings. It 
is for good reason that Saigon is called the “Paris of the 
Orient.” Tlic prevailing type of architecture in the city is 
French, so far as public buildings, hotels, and stores are con¬ 
cerned—predominantly pink stucco that recalls the Riviera. 
Tlie city has a stately cathedral and one of the most beautiful 
boulevards in the world, with four lanes of traffic and two wide 
malls with great tamarind trees down the center of each. At 
one end is the Opera House, almost as beautiful as ever, al¬ 
though the damage of wnr inside makes it still unusable. Ihe 
city also has an attractive zoo, set in the midst of a lovely park 
and botanical garden, but today the cages arc empty and the 
entire animal population consists of one sad-looking elephant. 
Perhaps, when human beings fall out, honest animals keep 
their freedom. 
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In the main shopping section the streets are wide and every 
shop is open and filled with goods. Many of the stores are 
branches of well-known Paris establishments, and for a while 
as I walked from one to another, hearing nothing but Freneh 
and seeing only Freneh goods, it seemed to me that I might 
just as well be on a boulevard in Paris. Then all of a sudden we 
came to a shop ovmcd by a Hindu and, a little farther along, 
one run by a Cambodian; every so often there was a shop run 
by Chinese and in addition there is an entire Chinese suburb 
of the city. 

Ihc Saigon streets today are filled with people, with Amer¬ 
ican and French automobiles, with carts drawn by men and 
beasts, and, most of all, with rickshas. In Hong Kong and 
most of China, anyone who has the money to pay for transport 
hires a coolie who pulls him along in a little ricksha. The 
French have abolished by law the man-drawn ricksha and the 
traffic in Saigon is dominated by the little two-wheel rickshas 
with a bicycle or a motorcycle attached to the rear. In the 
briefing notes attached to the schedule our American mission 
had prejrared for my party, there was a delightful postscript: 
“In the event you find yourself on your own, ‘cyclo’ or ‘pedi- 
cab’ is a serviceable means of transportation. The price is any¬ 
where between two and five piasters for the man-powered 
(bicycle) type and between four and six piasters for the motor¬ 
ized variety. Tlrrcc piasters is a fair price for a ride of about 
ten blocks in the former type and five piasters in the latter. 

“Taxis arc available but not recommended; prices will vary 
according to what the driver thinks he can get away with. You 
will find it almost impossible to make yourself understood, 
even in French, when directing the cyclo and taxi drivers.” 

There was no doubt about the last point. At every crossing 
we had to stop, look, and jump. From every direction the little 
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motorcyclc'pushcd rickshas came tearing along at twenty miles 
an hour. All of a sudden the passenger would stick out his 
arm in the direction in which he wanted to turn and yell at 
the driver^ who would swerve violently^ with the wheels scream¬ 
ing, and off they w^ould go in the new direction. ''Tlie funny 
thing/' Mrs. Heath commented, '*is that, with all the con¬ 
fusion, there seem to be very few accidents.'^ 

Tlie costumes here w'cre different from those we had seen 
before. We w^erc getting dose to the equator and it w^as increas¬ 
ingly important to be cool. Ivlost of the native men on the 
streets wore a sort of loose white shirt that hung down outside 
a pair of tliin trousers. 'Ihc w-omen’s costumes, many of them 
strikingly beautiful, included a pair of slacks that looked like 
a thin pair of pajamas, covered bv a long overall garment but¬ 
toned at the neck and flowing almost to the feet with a slit on 
each side running up to just bciow^ the w^aist. The costumes 
w'crc red, blue, green, and some wiiitc and black, making the 
streets of Saigon one of the most colorful sights 1 had ever 
seen. 

Wlien W'C got out of the central shopping section the scars 
of war w^crc e\Tr}'A\iicre. Saigon is a great seaport sixty miles 
upstream from the ocean on the Saigon Ri\cr, or rather it 
was before ten jears of wnr and rebellion sharply cut down 
its commerce. A French heavy cruiser was tied up alongside 
one dock. It looked almost as big as a battleship and it seemed 
impossible that it could have gotten that far up the river. Be¬ 
hind it w^as a troop transport and tied up at the navy dock were 
five mine sw^pers. Tlie mine sweepers arc the busiest ships 
on the river. Each morning tlicv clear the river of mines re¬ 
leased the night before 1 )y the Reds. In addition they accom¬ 
pany each ship that comes up or goes down the river, to be 
sure no new mines have been sown. Gun crews assigned to 
ships for the sixty-mile trip stand on the alert to reply to shell- 
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ing or machine-gun fire, which often comes from the jungles 
bordering the narrow portions of the estuary. Tlic naval depot 
was a huge and busy place, well guarded with anti-aircraft and 
machine-gun emplacements and a high wire fence surrounding 
mountains of war material. 

Tlic most tragic and moving sign of war was the sight of 
thousands upon thousands of homeless refugees uprooted by 
civil strife and driven into the city. As far as we could see in 
both directions, the banks of the river were lined with sampans; 
in main' areas there were two or three layers of sampans ex¬ 
tending out into the river, tied side to side and stern to bow, 
each holding one or two families. Birth and death went on in 
this compressed, unsanitary living space. Yet there was obvious 
tender regard and affection between the members of the 
family, mothers doing the family laundry in the river, others 
nursing tlieir children, fathers often holding or bathing their 
children in the stagnant waters. 

Conditions were actually much better than they seemed at 
first. As one of our owai EGA men said: “We’ve had a tre¬ 
mendous influx of refugees, most of them coming from the 
countr\^ areas where llic Red terrorists drove them out. But 
there is no actual starvation and little serious hunger. Tlicsc 
people arc willing to work and usually they can find employ¬ 
ment. Our doctors report there is little malnutrition. Generally 
the atmosphere is quiet as the people wait for peace to allow 
them to return home.” 

I'hc w'atcr front was an amazing sight at night. In the nar¬ 
row space between the street and the river, the sampan dwellers 
set up what seemed to be thousands of little tables. Often six 
or eight people would be sitting around them, taking their 
leisure while the w'Oincn cooked the evening rice and a bit of 
fish or vegetables over little braziers on the ground. In between 
were tables set up by enterprising merchants selling fried fish or 
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bowls of rice. Often there would be two or three Freneh sol¬ 
diers sitting at one of the tables enjoying a citronadc which 
was an excellent variation of American lemonade and as com¬ 
mon in Saigon as tea in China. 

Ho Chi Minh has been a Communist agent all his life, yet 
many naive Americans and others have hailed him as an honest 
patriot fighting for the freedom of his countiymcn. 

As far back as 1916 he was active in Communist circles in 
Paris and in 1925 tlie Communist Party of France .sent him as 
a delegate to the Krcstintcni (Red Peasant) Congress in Mos¬ 
cow where he served two vears as a colonial delegate on the 
Permanent Committee of the Congress. In 1925 he became 
adviser to Borodin at the Soviet Consulate in Canton and in 
later r ears traveled throughout Southeast Asia organizing Com¬ 
munist fronts. In 1931 he founded the Communist Party of 
Indo-China while serr'ing as the head of the bar Eastern 
Bureau of the Comintern in Hong Kong. In 1941 he founded 
the \'iet Minh Communist front in South China and has 
remained the head of the Coimmmist movement in Indo- 
China ever since. 

'^riic I'Ycnch have occupied Indo-China for most of the past 
centur)'. Originally they moved into Saigon during a war be¬ 
tween neighboring kings, gradually extending their rule 
through Cochin China in the south, Annam in the central 
area, up the coast to the Tonkin Delta, and finally into the 
adjoining kingdoms of Cambodia and Laos. Despite the many 
contributions France has made to the area, the nationalist 
movement was never completely suppressed and revolts were 
put down with great severity. As a result of this repressive 
colonial regime, even before World War II Communist influ¬ 
ence was increasing, though the number of Communists was 
always small. 
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Tlie quick defeat of France in World W^ar II and five years 
of Japanese occnjxition of Indo-China did great damage to 
French prestige among the natives, and five years of Japan’s 
anti-Western projwganda made a lasting impression. Ilo Chi 
Minli liad been out of the country during most of tlic Japanese 
occupation, until he returned secretly some months before the 
Japanese surrendered to work underground on a coalition of 
popular front parties known as the Viet Minh. After the 
Japanese surrendered in the north, the Viet Minh gained 
control of a huge area; they also received a large supply of arms 
which snjjplcmcntcd the weapons the Americans had dropped 
to the anli-Japancsc guerrillas during the war. In the south 
the French resumed control and the country was divided, 
much the same as Korea—and with results that were equally 
catastrophic. 

Reversing their ancient colonial policy, the French recog¬ 
nized Ilo Chi Minh’s popularity as a so-called nationalist 
leader and acknowledged him as the head of a newly consti¬ 
tuted Viet Nam government, by an agreement signed on 
March 6, 1946. 'llic new nation was to include Annam in the 
central section and its neighbor Tonkin in the north. 

Ho Chi Minh eonlinucd to consolidate his political follow¬ 
ing, paying little attention to the grave soeial and economic 
problems of reconstruction in Viet Nam. By this time the tra¬ 
ditional Emperor, Bao Dai, had abdicated, taking the private 
name of Nguyen Vinh Tliuy; Ho Chi Minh appointed him 
“Supreme Political Counselor” and for a time used him ex¬ 
tensively to buttress his own position. I lo often traveled with 
Bao Dai to convince the people that he.was no longer a revo¬ 
lutionary but the actual head of a new government. 

In June of J946 Ho Chi Minh went to France to press his 
claim for the inclusion of Cochin China in Viet Nam and for 
more extensive autonomy for his new government. ’Hicre he 
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betrayed his Communist training and it became more and 
more apparent that he was interested only in building a Red 
dictatorship as he raised his demands each day like a typical 
Communist negotiator, deliberately making peaceful settle¬ 
ment with the French impossible. The negotiations ran on 
from June to September, when he finally succeeded in making 
them intolerable, broke them off, and returned to Hanoi in 
Viet Nam where he secretly prepared one of the most savage 
massacres of modern history. 

Ilis preparations took three months to complete. Just six 
days before Christmas, 1946, the grounds around the homes of 
Ihiropcan residents in 1 lanoi were infiltrated by native assassins. 
At a signal throughout the city, the invaders pulled out their 
knives and attacked whole families, slaughtering thousands of 
innocent men, women, and children. Other risings, fortu- 
natclv less well prepared, occurred elsewhere in the country. 
Tile best estimate is that some eight thousand were killed and 
sc\'eral hundred more were kidnaped and carried off as IIo Chi 
Minh escaped to the hills. Tlie surprise of the attack and its 
impact were so great that the French were almost driven from 
the nortliern part of the country. Heavy reinforcements were 
rushed from France to Viet Nam and the French finally es¬ 
tablished control of the principal cities, gradually extending 
their power throiigliout the country^ Today the French forces 
arc defending the principal cities and ports, which contain 
most of the population and the rice-producing areas; but in 
addition to guerrilla activity in the south, the Communists 
are still in control of much of the coast of the China Sea, 
and parts of tlic Tonkin Delta in the north at the Chinese 
border. 

Tliey say, *'The countryside is Viet Nam by day and Viet 
Minh at night,'' meaning that the government maintains peace 
in the daytime while at night the Viet Minh guerrillas take 
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over. Tlic terror extends even to the areas near Saigon and had 
recently become more ominous because it was far more intelli¬ 
gent. Not long before my arrival the Reds blew up a large oil 
storage depot about a mile out of the city. Wlien police and 
firemen set out to fight the fire, they were stopped by road 
blocks and ambushed with withering machine-gun fire. Since 
I left, a transport has been blown up in the river by a mine, 
killing two soldiers and wounding twenty others. With the 
end of the rainy season in December 1951 major fighting re¬ 
sumed in the north. 

Rubber plantations are guarded by small private armies and 
must be patrolled day and night to prevent raids by guerrillas 
who slash and destroy the rubber trees. To prevent the guer¬ 
rillas from extorting food from the peasants, more and more 
of the latter have moved into the villages, llicy come into 
compounds in the nearest villages for their evening meal and 
to sleep. After breakfast they return to farm their own land, 
often protected by armed guards. As soon as the rice is har¬ 
vested it is brought immediately to the villages, where it is 
raked, pounded, and ground. Increasingly the Viet Minh guer¬ 
rillas find only a new kind of scorched earth when they come 
by night to rob the peasants of their harvested grain. 

Nevertheless, Ho Chi Minh still has a wide following 
throughout the country and his guerrillas are wily and effec¬ 
tive. A few months before I came to Saigon three Europeans 
who operated a rice plantation about a mile out of the city 
were on their way into town one morning when they were 
stopped by what appeared to be a police car. Men in police 
uniforms approached the car and without warning produced 
machine guns, killing all three. Tire guerrillas often dress 
as women or as Buddhist priests, carrying their rifles and ma¬ 
chine guns under long flowing garments. Violence, cruelty, 
and apparently senseless attacks are still the rule as the Com- 
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munists largely succeed in their first main objective: to cut 
down the food and rubber production of the country, making 
the go\'cmmcnt financially unstable and many of the people 
hungr}" and miserable. 

Off the south coast of China and close to the coastal areas 
controlled by the Viet Minh is the great Chinese island of 
Hainan. It is just close enough to Indo-China so that junks 
carrying supplies to IIo Chi Minh’s Communists can leave at 
dusk and reach the mainland at dawn, which makes inter¬ 
ception difficult. Tlie Russians arc reported to be building a 
new submarine base on Hainan. No one I met in the w'holc 
Pacific had accurate information about its progress but naval 
experts arc agreed that this is the base from which the Russians 
plan to send forth their submarines to harry the South Pacific. 

\\^ith forces now estimated at more than 150,000, Ho Chi 
Minh has succeeded in tenorizing the w'holc of the rich and 
fruitful Tonkin Delta. Tlie guerrilla terror spreads throughout 
Viet Nam with its 25,000,000 people and less effectively in the 
other twn nations of Indo-China: Cambodia w'ith its 3,500,000 
people and Laos with about 1,500,000. 

Long before the massacre in 1946 Emperor Bao Dai had 
reached his own conclusions about Ho Chi Minh. I’hc F,m- 
peror realized that he w'as being used as a figurehead and that 
Ho Chi Minh was bent on setting up a Communist dictator¬ 
ship. So long as the French recognized Ho Chi Minh there 
W'as no chance for Bao Dai to stop the trend; refusing to be 
used as a Red puppet, he seized upon the pretext of an official 
visit to China to take his family into exile in Hong Kong, 
later moving to hrance. 

"WTiilc the myth still lingers on in the Orient and even in 
some of the press of the world that I lo Chi Minh is a patriot, the 
massacres of December 1046 made it clear for even the most 
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gullible that he was a ruthless Communist traitor, lire 
French, of course, could no longer recognize him as the head 
of a government and after months of soul-searching, they 
finally turned to Bao Dai, asking him to return home as Chief 
of State. But Bao Dai had ideas of his own. He, too, wanted 
freedom for his countrjanen and he did not propose to ex¬ 
change the role of a Red puppet for that of a French puppet, 
'llic bargaining was long and hard. Before agreements were 
reached, Bao Dai had demanded and received concessions 
broader and wider than Ilo Chi Minh had ever attempted: 
Cochin China would be included within Viet Nam; the new 
government was to be sovereign, with internal autonomy; it 
would have its own army under its own command except in 
time of vuir, its own diplomatic service and the independent 
right to contract treaties and agreements. Tlie French agreed 
to sponsor Viet Nam for membership in the United Nations. 

In exchange, the Emperor agreed to guarantees of French 
property, as well as certain cultural interests and military' bases; 
Viet Nam a)id French foreign policy were to be co-ordinated; 
a customs union was to include Laos and Cambodia, since 
taxes collected on exports and imports at the seaports of Viet 
Nam involve goods a7)d revenues of both Laos and Cambodia. 
All three nations were to have a uniform currency. 

Today Viet Nam, Cambodia, and Laos arc almost as inde¬ 
pendent within the French Union as arc Canada, Australia, 
and New Zealand in the British Commonwealth. Bao Dai has 
won the freedom and independence that all the bloodshed and 
violence of Ilo Chi Minh failed to bring about and his govern¬ 
ment is recognized by thirty-three nations. 

As one cxjx'ricnccd American in Saigon put it: “In five 
years the French and Viet Namese have taken action without 
precedent in histor)': the initiation of independence and the 
transfer of sovereignty from one government to another while 
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both are at war against the common enemy. Of course, such a 
transfer cannot be completed by a single act or at a single 
point of time. 'Hie British Commonwealth of Nations grew 
over a long period of time as wll the French Union, of which 
Viet Nam, Laos, and Cambodia are members. Some of us 
thinlc the French liave transferred too many powers too 
quickly; others think they should grant still more powers; but 
every one who has honestly studied the problem agrees that 
amazing progress has been made and that with peace a sound 
evolution will be accomplished, suitable to tlie temperament 
and background of all the nations involved.'" 

On my courtesy call on Bao Dai at tire palace, Donald Heath 
and I were greeted by one of the most striking sights of the 
entire trip—the palace Honor Guard. In spotless white uni¬ 
forms, with their pants bagged in at the top of high white 
paratrooper boots, they were colorful and impressive. As we 
reached the top stej3 of the palace terrace the Viet Namesc 
Royal Band struck up ''The Star-Spangled Banner." I felt a 
lump in mv throat as these Viet Namese gave an excellent, if 
somewhat slow, rendition of our national anthem; next they 
played their own national anthem, which w^as considerably 
livelier. 

There could not have been a greater contrast between this 
visit and that to the Emperor of Japan. Here we were met by 
the head of tlie Imperial Household and before we had walked 
twenty feet into the palace we saw the Emperor standing alone 
waiting for us in a room off the hall. Bao Dai is thirty-nine 
years old, somewhat chunky in build, and he looked trim in a 
white sharkskin suit. We were immediately joined by Prime 
Minister Tran Van Him, the President of the Republic. Mr. 
Heath acted as both American Minister and interpreter, the 
conversation being in French, since neither the Emperor nor 
the President spoke English. Tliey both speak beautiful French, 
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although some time later I decided that the Emperor also 
understood most of the English that was used. 

It was not long before it became clear to me that Bao Dai 
is a very much brighter man than he is generally considered. 
He has real charm and a directness of speech quite unusual 
among Asians. He is also a man of real courage, lie did not 
have to come back to Viet Nam with all the risks and burdens 
involved; he and his family could have stayed comfortably in 
France for the rest of their lives, but he preferred to win free¬ 
dom for his people. 

■^riie Emperor loves tiger hunting and fishing and is criticized 
for it mainly by people outside Viet Nam. I suspect, however, 
that if he did not indulge in these sports, to which royalty 
generally is addicted—as arc most human beings when they can 
get a chance—his pcojrlc would have thought there was some¬ 
thing wrong with him. During dinner that evening the subject 
of fishing came up and Bao Dai told me of his regret that 
there were no bass in the mountain areas where he loved to 
fish. Tliat was a challenge. I told him: “Naturally I think we 
have the finest bass in the world in New York State. I’ll be 
glad to send you some if they can be .shipped.” 

That got nic in trouble. Ihc Emperor sras so overjoyed that 
he offered to .send me an elephant in return. It was a little 
difficult to explain that we didn’t have enough room on the 
Mansion grounds at Alb.any to keep an elephant. I recalled 
A 1 Smith’s experience and said: “A great governor of New 
York some thirty j ears ago w'as given so many animals that he 
finally had to set up a private zoo in the back yard of the Ex¬ 
ecutive Mansion. I’hcy got so noisy that the neighbors corn- 
irlained and he had to send all the animals to a public zoo. It 
is a great honor you propose, but I should never like to send 
your elephant to a zoo.” 

I did not add that what the average American needs least 
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of all—and can least afford to feed—is a pet elephant. As a 
Republican, I was delighted at the idea of having an elephant; 
as a practical matter, it was appalling. 

I was disappointed when I got home to find that we could 
not send the bass immediately. '^Flie Conservation Department 
said that the fingerlings were at such a state of growth that 
they w'oulcl undoubtedly die on the trip. But in the spring we 
shall send him some of our best bass fingerlings and hope they 
and their progeny will become good citizens of Viet Nam in 
the years to come. 

At a later conference w'hcre w'c w'cnt thoroughly into the 
political conditions of the country, it became clear that Bao 
Dai has an acute mind and is a first-class statesman. lie an- 
sw'ered every question I asked him and volunteered much 
more. He finds his position with the people quite secure as 
Emperor and the traditional Asian reverence for the crown is 
very real in his countr)-. 

“I ha\’c maintained all the ancient customs and rights,” he 
told me. "For instance, any person has a traditional right to 
stop the Emperor on the road and petition him to redress a 
WTong. Wherever I travel, people stop me to make requests 
and I always try to sec that they receive whatever help they 
need. 

“Wliat so few people seem to understand is that my country 
has a democratic tradition which is very old. Tlic Emperor is 
one of the people and there arc sharp limitations on his 
powers. 

"Tlierc is an old saying among my people,” he said with a 
smile, “that the power of the Emperor stops at the village 
line.” He then explained that each community is a law unto 
itself. Ihe Communists promise a piece of land to every peas¬ 
ant, which they ultimately take away from him, putting it into 
a government-operated co-operative. On the contrary, while 
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all land in Viet Nam is actually owned by the community it 
is farmed by individual families for their own benefit. Hie 
village elders redivide the land every three years, allotting a 
plot of ground to each family in accordance with its needs and 
abilities, lliis practice has gone on for eenturics and has never 
been interfered with except in the areas controlled by the 
Communists. 

I did gather that the village elders are not elected by what 
we would call a secret ballot. Hie whole idea of elections is as 
strange to Asian countries as the rest of our Western ways. 
Ibcir elders and leaders are selected by their own processes 
developed through the centuries. One of the tragedies of our 
American approach to the h’ar East is that we have expected 
them to make themselves over into our image. Tlic masses of 
the people arc accustomed to their traditional t} pc of govern¬ 
ment and the insistence by some of our American writers and 
political figures upon our kind of elections has been one of the 
major blunders of our American effort to grow up to our world 
responsibilities. 

When I arrived in Indo-China I was haunted by the asser¬ 
tion 1 had heard so often in other parts of the Pacific that Ho 
Chi Minh would win a free election by twenty to one. It was 
confirmed by most observers that Ho Chi Minh still has a 
large public following as a presumed patriot. Tire people still 
think of him as the knight in shining annor who fought for 
national freedom when they w'ere ruled as a French colony; 
they think of him as an ideal, not as a man and least of all as 
a frail, aged man who is merely a figurehead in the hands of 
the young Communists who surround him. In one conversa¬ 
tion I asked: “What would happen if Ho Chi Minh were 
assassinated or should die?” There was a mixed response but 
one man said quite forcibly: “I wouldn’t be surprised if the 
Communists assassinated him in order to have him as a per- 
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manent dead hero and niart\T. He is more useful to them now 
dead than alive/' 

Some of the best-informed Americans sharply dispute the 
claims that Ho Chi Minh still has a wide public following. 
They arc most insistent when they say that Ho Chi Minh 
cannot be thought of as against Bao Dai. Tlic two men occupy 
different spheres—Bao Dai is the Emperor; he is sacrosanct; he 
is a symbol. Ho Chi Minh is a political agitator who for many 
years represented what the people thought they wanted. In 
any event, today Bao Dai is in fact the man who procured 
from the French what amounts to an independent dominion 
status for his countr\% and as the people become familiar with 
his achievement, it is asserted, he will get much more credit. 

Meanwhile, during all the friction that exists between the 
French and the native leaders, the American dijdomats con¬ 
tribute much toward smoothing out the dificrcnecs. llicy say, 
however, that in the final analysis it is Bao Dai who works out 
the problems. He is not always available and sometimes they 
wish he would do less fishing and hunting and more work; but 
wlicn the chips arc down, they assert, Bao Dai is the real states¬ 
man of Viet Nam today. 

Tlic working government is headed by Tran Van Huu, Pres¬ 
ident of the Council of Ministers. Of course that is a contra¬ 
diction in terms. How can a nation have a President and an 
Emperor too? Historically and by definition, it cannot. But 
whatever history and the dictionaries say, the official name of 
Viet Nam is "'Tlie State of Viet Nam"; it has an Emperor, 
Bao Dai, who carries the title ‘'Chief of State"; it also has a 
President. It is neither a republic nor a monarchy as yet; 
that decision is to be made by vote of the people when an 
election can be held. Born of peasant stock, Hiiu's early life 
was spent in rice-paddy farming. By his own efforts and those 
of his family he acquired a good education and became a sue- 
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cessful businessman. He is a strong Republiean, having been 
raised in the Saigon area where the French education was 
strictly anti-royalist; nevertheless, he works well with Bao Dai; 
he even shares the Palais Gia-Long with the Emperor when 
they are both in Saigon. 

Huu is a short, quiet man with a good sense of humor, real¬ 
istic and able. lie secs with great clarity that ,so far as Viet 
Nam is coneemed nationalism has won its victor)'. His people 
arc now free. Ho Chi Minh’s war is no longer a nationalist 
movement; it is nothing but a struggle for power, waged on 
behalf of an imperialistic foreign nation—the Soviet Empire. 

llie go\'ernmcnt Bao Dai has assembled includes able finaji- 
cial and agricultural experts. Unfortunately its political base is 
still not broad enough to bring in all loyal elements in the 
countiy; when that is done it is expected that Ho Chi Minh’s 
strength will be further weakened. One of the Cabinet mem¬ 
bers explained some of the difficulties: “We arc harassed by 
the extremists of the left and the right. The left wing are noth¬ 
ing but Moscow puppets and we have learned that if you take 
Communists into a government they will week it. Tire anti- 
Conmmnist extremists of the right arc almost as troublesome. 
They arc so nationalistic that they demand that the French 
get out of the countiy immediately, body and soul, which is 
ridiculous. What they v'ill not face up to is that if the French 
troops left this country the Communists would take it over the 
next morning and all the liberties we have woir w'ould be 
gone.” 

“What about the feelings of the people?” I asked. “One 
man I have talked with told me that though they know the 
Viet Minh are Communists they are so v'cary of ten years of 
strife that they would give up their freedom in order to get 
peace.” 

“I am sure there are some who feel that way,” he answered. 
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“but there are many more who don’t. Tlic most important 
development of recent months has been the increasing number 
of peojdc who have escaped from Communist territory to join 
us in the free areas. Most important of all, a large number of 
them are intellectuals and recently many of them have been 
doctors. A great many of them had been passionately in favor 
of llo Chi Minh. Now they are completely disillusioned and 
new ones arc arriving every day.” 

“What do you do with the people who escape and join 
yon?" I asked. “Arc 5 011 sure yon can trust them?” 

“Most of them,” he replied. “Just lately the man who has 
been IIo Chi Minh’s secretary for many years deserted him 
and we have already placed him in the government. We knew 
him before the war as a patriot and we’re satisfied he’s had a 
bellyful of Communism.” 

With the Communists strangling the country’s economic 
production, President IIuu has his financial troubles also. For 
a nation of 23,000,000 people he has a budget of about $100,- 
000,000 a year, lliis compares with a budget of $1,000,000,000 
for the State of New York with its 13,000,000 people. But llun 
is optimistic. “When we get our food production up to normal 
we wall again be exporting great quantities of rice,” he ex¬ 
plained. “Our rubber production wall increase from about the 
present 50,000 tons a year to at least the 75,000 tons we pro¬ 
duced before the w’ar. Our production of minerals will be grad¬ 
ually increased and we can do much for the welfare of the 
people.” 

Before the w^ar Indo-China exported 1,500,000 tons of rice. 
Today it has been cut four fifths by the Communist activities. 
In addition to tungsten and copra, Indo-China has a high 
grade of anthracite coal, lire coal is still in Viet Namese hands 
but very little of the tungsten. As a result of the work of the 
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Viet Minh, most of the tungsten and much rubber go across 
the border to Red China. 

Of course nobody has the answer to the $64 question: once 
peace is restored and the French withdraw their military 
forces, how can this country with its $100,000,000 budget take 
over burdens which cost the French $900,000,000 in 1951? 
Late in December the French National Assembly voted 
$1,102,500,000 as the 1952 military budget for Indo-China. 
Tlie Viet Namese admitted that they could not possibly bear 
this cost but insisted that they will be able to maintain internal 
order with their growing anny onec the Viet Minh has been 
liquidated. Of this I was not so sure. 

Hull has a good answer to all questions about the future. He 
is not as optimistic as some about cleaning out the Commu¬ 
nists within a year but he says: “Look what we have done in 
just the past year! From chaos and terror in the cities, order 
has been restored; our police have taken over and learned the 
job. Look at our government: from no civil service, w'e have in 
a short time already developed a ver)' good body of civil scr\^- 
ants in many departments. I,ook at the Army: from no troops 
at all, we alrcadv ha\’c 35,000 good soldiers, many of wiiom arc 
now fighting in defense of our country, thanks to the w’onder- 
ful training of Ceneral dc Lattre. 

“Look at all W'C have done and you will think well of the 
future.” 

'I'hc figure of 35,000 Viet Namese troops was generally used 
during July, when I was in Saigon. In liis annual 1951 report 
to the French National Assembly on December 28, Jean Lc- 
tourneau, I'Vcnch Minister for the Indo-China States, reported 
that nearly 59,000 Viet Namese were now in the anny, serving 
with the French. In addition, he said that 71,000 French met¬ 
ropolitan troops and 43,000 French colonial troops were serv- 
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ing in Indo-China, bringing the total armed forces to 173,000 
men. Tlie war for the Rice Bowl is big as well as tough. 

An impressive group of Viet Namese and French were pres¬ 
ent at the state dinner given by President Huu. 

I had looked forward to the occasion particularly because 
Mr. IIuu had told me that his two-year-old pet elephant was 
always present at dinner and the guests greatly enjoyed him. 
Never having dined u'itli the political symbol of my partv 
before, I thouglit it would be an interesting experience. It was 
in a number of ways. 

Sure enough, the elephant arrived with the dinner course. 
Some ciglity people ^\'cre seated at a long table, the men in 
black tic, the American and European women in evening 
clothes, the Viet Namese ladies in beautiful native costumes 
of brocades, silks, and satins. To most of them the elephant 
was a familiar figure and after he bowed and received a banana 
he was a ver\^ polite youngster. After dinner he retired to his 
own special corner in the drawing room. Most of the guests 
paid tlicir respects to him before the evening was out, feeding 
him from a bunch of bananas hanging near by. If lie did not 
have a stomach-ache by next day it is because young clejdiants 
can eat an unlimited quantity of bananas. lie behaved per¬ 
fectly all evening but at the ver}’’ end as he was being led out 
by the mahout he expressed emphatic disajiproval of the pro¬ 
ceedings all over the marble floor. 

Saigon is a hard and isolated assignment for Americans. 
Tlic MAAG group is the largest of our total staff of t^^'0 hun¬ 
dred, but the EGA, U. S. Information Service, and regular 
diplomatic representation have also substantially increased. 
Penned in a city where French and Viet Namese are the only 
languages spoken, surrounded by Communist enemies on all 
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sides, they live in constant danger; also it must get insufferably 
boring to see the same faces every time they go out to dinner 
or have any kind of social event; then there is the ever present 
tropical heat, the long rainy season from June to November, 
and tlie utter impossibility of “getting away from it all.” Never- 
thelcss, I was struck by the fact that not one of them made a 
single complaint, even in private conversations. 

'Ihcy arc a dedicated group; I saw no pulling and hauling 
among them. Tlicre was plenty of opportunity, yet nobody 
caught my ear in private to put in a gripe against another in¬ 
dividual or another service. Under Donald Heath’s leadership 
they are doing a fine job to the best of their ability and they 
know—whether the rest of the world know’S it or not—that in 
tliis crisis spot of the Pacific they may be saving the peace of 
the world. 

Our military men get along well with the French. Of course 
there arc differences and of course the French feel that the 
American Government has not ke])t all of its commitments for 
military sujiport; but they arc profoundly grateful for the help 
they have received. "I'licy know our officers are not armchair 
generals or filing-cabinet colonels. In the great Communist 
offensive w'hich brought General de Lattre to the scene, 
American officers were up in front observing the fighting, 
taking their chances as if it were their own war, often wading 
in water up to their shoulders for hours at a time. 

Our EGA group struck me as one of the best I had ever seen. 
Ironically enough, they had had the least money, something 
like $4,000,000 up to the time of my arrival. Tliey have no de¬ 
lusions of grandeur or desire to throw their weight around. 
Tliey arc hardheaded, practical men who know the problems 
of Viet Nam will not be solved overnight and that they are 
there to be a stabilizing and helpful influence. Hicy have used 
their money skillfully to provide work for tens of thousands of 
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refugees who might otherwise starve or, in desperation, be¬ 
come Communists, llicir projects have been useful work: 
repairing war damage, restoring highways and communica¬ 
tions. Tlicy have applied for additional funds; whatever they 
get, I believe, will be money wxil spent. 

Tliey recognize, too, the very delicate problem of relations 
with the French, who, as a matter of pride, do not like to ad¬ 
mit that the Americans arc doing so much necessary' work. Tire 
job is to save Southeast Asia and to keep our friends. 

All the members of the American mission suffer from the 
foreign cxclrangc. Ihe piaster is officially fixed at twenty to 
the dollar, w'hich means it is worth five cents. In the black 
market it sells openly at forty to the dollar, which means it is 
actually w'orth two and a half cents. But our staff people must 
spend only money bought at the official rate; they cannot go 
into the black market, so evciyilring they buy costs lliem tw'ice 
what it costs anybody else. 

Hie .American mission is bedeviled, too, by VIP missions 
from Washington. Of all the places in the world that suffer 
from little understanding, I w'ould venture that Saigon suffers 
the most. Mission after mission has come out from Washing¬ 
ton to Saigon “to study the Indo-China problem.” Of course 
no mission can ever return home without a solution. So one 
group solemnly announces that there should be United Na¬ 
tions mediation among the Communists, the French, and the 
Viet Nam government; another mission flatly asserts that the 
French should immediately declare Viet Nam to be free and 
withdraw; still another insists that w'e must find an entirely 
new “third force” to substitute for the French—the only force 
in Indo-China that can successfully resist the Communists. 

Obviously all of these conclusions are nonsense; there is no 
happy-thought solution. TTie tough, hard war against treason 
and insurrection must be won while political and social changes 
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are made. The situation is infinitely complex and is illustrated, 
perhaps, by the baffling medical problems. Without Dr. Hille- 
boe I learned less about them than elsewhere and I missed 
him; but tlic problems are much the same throughout Asia. 

Tuberculosis, the greatest killer of all, is widespread. Ma¬ 
laria is endemic everywhere, particularly in the mountains. 
Venereal disease is prevalent. Glaucoma affects an estimated 
eighty per cent of all the people, 'llie Emperor himself 
suffers from glaucoma and also from a liver ailment. He told 
me with a twinkle in his eye that his mother, the Dowager 
Empress, had come down to the palace not long before and 
mixed him a special poultice of sea-sw'allow nest. “It did me a 
great deal of good,” he said solemnly, “but I think the most 
good lias been done by aurcomycin.” 

President lluu suffers from rheumatism and the Dowager 
Empress prepared another kind of swallow’s-ncst poultice for 
him. “Actually,” he commented, “my rheumatism has im¬ 
proved greatly and this was the only treatment that has done 
me any good.” After a number of such conversations I began 
to .share Dr. Ilillcboc’s suspicion that in these ancient and 
primitive remedies, which represent the accumulated wisdom 
of man)'^ centuries, there may be secrets which modem medi¬ 
cine should ferret out. One medical group is already studying 
these traditional medical cures and I am looking forward with 
interest to its findings. 

Ibere is no single, simple solution to any of the problems 
of this ancient civilization. Of course there must be social re¬ 
forms, tliough as the Emperor so vigorously pointed out there 
is more genuine democracy in the traditions and the system of 
land tenure of his country than in most of the free nations of 
the w'orld. Social reforms, medical progress, greater improve¬ 
ment in agricultural practices, and the development of a 
trained civil service and a strong native military force are all 
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necessam Tlie gradual development of the capacity and in¬ 
terest of the people in government is essential. The govern¬ 
ment itself must broaden its base and strengthen its leadership. 
''But/’ one American observ^ed, "everything hinges on whether 
Red China moves in. If wc take a strong position we may well 
keep them out. If we don’t and the Chinese move in, the 
whole Pacific goes up in smoke." 

On my \asit to the American Legation Building, I met six 
Chinese, including the consul general of Free China and the 
president of the Chamber of Commerce. They presented me 
with flags bearing generous Chinese inscriptions and thanked 
me in flower}^ speeches for my interest in and support of the 
cause of Free China. Whatever is said against Chiang Kai- 
shek, he has stout friends and supporters. 

American officers who have spent years of their lives in the 
Pacific, some of them assigned to Chiang's armies in the field, 
also have strong views. One such general, for example, gets 
furious at the continued harping on the stories of corruption 
in the Chiang regime. He says they are all false or exaggerated, 
I do not use his name because I am afraid that since Wash¬ 
ington policy has been hostile to Chiang it might interfere 
with his service career; but when I asked him about the stories 
of Nationalist corruption he blazed: "^Flierc have been more 
lies spread about the Chinese Nationalist Government than 
about any government in the world. I know these Chinese 
officials and there are as fine people in Chiang's government 
as I have ever known. 

"Let me give you one example. I lived in the same city with 
one Chinese general whom I have heard criticized a great deal. 
I knew him intimately and I know that he lived in one small 
room; he had a single suit of clothes to his name and was often 
hungry. That man was in command of the services of supply 
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in nil area where he could have stolen millions if he had been 
so disposed/' 

*What about the famous story of Chiang’s son calling in 
all the gold in Shanghai?" I asked. ''Two or three times I have 
been told that the pretense used was to get all the gold in to 
stabilize the Cliinese dollar but then it was stolen." 

"I know tliat stoiy," he replied. "I was in other cities when 
they did the same thing. It was a wclkconecived plan, approved 
by American advisers, to bring an end to the horrible ])ostwar 
inflation which was mining China, the same thing that hap- 
jiened in a lot of other countries. Chiang's son did call in all 
the gold and made an honest effort to stabilize the currency; 
but it Vas loo late. Tlicir military losses in the next few months 
were so grave that confidence in the government deteriorated 
and the final infiationar\^ spiral started. When the government 
left the mainland for hbrmosa the gold was still intact and I 
know that it supported Chiang's government for a year and a 
half." 

I was repeatedly impressed by the fierce loyalty Chiang Kai- 
shek has insjfircd in so many pcojdc, botli Chinese and Ameri¬ 
cans. lie is sixty-five nowand it is to be hoped that as he passes 
the burden of leadership on to younger men they will be able 
to attract the same lo)”ilty. 

The future of Chiang Kai-shek and Free China arc vital to 
Indo-China. Fwen without a Korean armistice it is always pos¬ 
sible that the Red Chinese annics may drive south in an in- 
\cision of the Rice Bowl. One route could be by the Burma 
Road and everybody agrees that Burma is soft. Politically it is 
split into bitter factions. Tlie Nationalist and Socialist dream¬ 
ers who arc now learning to govern the country have been 
taught some bitter lessons and conditions have improved some¬ 
what. For the time being, at least, they have halted many of 
their abortive programs for socializing production. Order has 
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been largely restored in the north and military strength has 
been increased; but Burma “is still as soft as butter'' in the 
opinion of most of the people with whom I talked, llicrc is 
even a “Russian I’armers' Party" in Burma that has consider¬ 
able support. 

Ibc other main invasion route of Southeast Asia is through 
the Tonkin Delta in northern Indo-China. 'The Chinese have 
just finished building a railroad line to the border of Indo- 
China. It was quite well known in Saigon that the Red 
Chinese had been giving rigid training to Ho Chi MinlTs 
Communist guerrillas, preparing them for field warfare. It w^as 
estimated that at least 50,000 had gone tlirough thrcc-montli 
training courses and rctunied to Indo-China with arms and 
equipment supplied by the Chinese Communists. In July the 
French w^erc feverishly building their defenses in preparation 
Jor the end of the rainy season; in December major hostilities 
W'crc resumed. 

General de Lattre hooted wiicn I told him the stories I had 
heard in Tokvo and Manila that the Communist offensive 
failed the preceding winter because they tried guerrilla tactics. 
He confirmed again mv suspicion that most of the information 
wiiicli had been printed and peddled w’as untrue. “Tliey are 
guerrillas by nature/' he exclaimed. “It w^as w'hcn they tried to 
act in the open as organized troops that w’e w^cre able to defeat 
them. But this winter it will be more difficult and we are get¬ 
ting ready." 

Witli only qualified support from his government, he car¬ 
ried both an enormous political and militaiy burden. In ad¬ 
dition, he worked so well wath the Viet Namese that the 
59,000 troops he trained are regarded as excellent and have 
joined the French Army in the field. Discussing the fighting 
qualities of the enemy. General de Lattre referred to a quota- 
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tion from Mao Tsc-tung. In substance, Mao said: “Wlien wc 
face the enemy, never attack until wc have two, three, four, five 
times as many men as he has in the field. Wc must not attack 
him just in the front. Wc must surround him, going whatever 
distances are necessary to get on both flanks. Wc must go to 
his rear and then we must cut him to pieces so wc will not 
have to face him again. 'Ilicn wc can send our troops to the 
next area of combat, llius wc will have victory.” 

Generals de Lattrc and Brink both pointed out that the 
Communists have refined an ancient basic Asian approach to 
service of supply. Tliey simply live off the land they con¬ 
quer. Tlie Communists have developed four stages of attack: 
first is the propaganda and supervision group, composed mainly 
of native traitors, which infiltrates ahead of the annies; the 
operation may take months or years but it is an integral part 
of the military operation; the second group corrupts public 
officials and persuades them to desert to the enemy at the 
psychological moment; the third goes in with money, muni¬ 
tions, and other supplies for native Communist guerrillas and 
for later use by their owai troops. Tlie fourth is the army of 
invasion itself. 

I was curious to know what really kept the French fighting 
in Indo-Cliina. Tlicy have conceded self-government to Viet 
Nam, Cambodia, and Laos, ^\^ulc this is a fine trading area 
and rich in natural resources, it cannot be valuable enough in 
money to repay the French for the blood and billions they are 
spending for its freedom. Since the outburst of hostilities in 
Indo-China 28,000 French soldiers and 1014 officers have been 
killed or were missing in action by the end of 1951- Viet 
Minh hold 5000 prisoners of war, of which 900 arc French, 
lire flower of French military leadership is being sacrificed in 
Indo-China. Tlie damage of this W'ar, cumulating with that 
of World Wars I and II, is incalculable. Wliy arc the French 
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risking their own security at home by such frightful sacrifices? 

One answer is that they arc defending Indo-China as a mat¬ 
ter of national pride, despite the large eosts and the political 
divisions it has brought about within their government. 

General de Lattre gave another answer. ‘'Tliis is the critical 
light of the world,'' he said. “If Indo-China should fall, then 
all Southeast Asia would fall too. Tlie Reds would knife 
through to Rangoon and with submarine bases there they 
would command the Indian Ocean. India w^ould be cut off. 
Japan w^ould starv^c for lack of food and raw materials. 

“But if Indo-Cliina is held. Southeast Asia can stay free. We 
will not see India fall. The whole Pacific can remain free and 
probably we will not see World War III. 

“The Russians lost 30,000,000 people in the last war. Eight¬ 
een million of those dead w^erc their youth. Tlicy need time to 
develop a new generation of soldiers. Then they will go ahead 
with their plan to conquer the world. Meantime they have 
launched through their satellites a deliberate drive to get the 
manpower to extend their empire without using Russian 
troops. Already they have had staggering successes in central 
Europe and in all China; but they can't feel secure in China; 
they don't know^ whether in ten or twenty years Mao Tsc-lung 
or his successors might turn out to be new^ Titos. 

“The only way they can be really ]:)Ositivc of their successes 
is to take the rest of Southeast Asia and surround China with 
lo} al Soviet satellites. Tlicy don’t want any more Titos, so they 
must get Indo-China, Burma, Thailand, Malaya, and Indo¬ 
nesia. Tlicn they arc sure they will eventually have Japan, the 
Philippines, and Formosa, and all the wonderful resources and 
manpower of the Asian countries. 

“Look at these young Viet Namese we are training here," 
he exclaimed. “Wlicre else in the whole world can you take 
young men and in six weeks make them into fine soldiers? 
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That is what we have been able to do with the young men of 
Viet Nam. They are part of the manpower Russia wants. 

“We are winning in Indo-China against Ho Chi Minh,” 
General de Lattre concluded. “But if China sends in her Red 
troops—then it is a different story. Tlien it is for the world.” 

These words had a ring of prophecy as they came from the 
great man who was, even then, giving his life’s cnerg)’ to the 
cau.se. Now he is dead. But his words and his deeds live on. 
'lliis struggle in Indo-China is indeed “for the world”—the 
free world. Must we wait until the Chinese attack in Indo- 
China to put in motion the cumbersome and probably futile 
machinery of collective defense by the free nations? If wc do, 
it may be one of the greatest tragedies in history. I cannot un¬ 
derstand why this gripping struggle for such titanic stakes is 
so little known or appreciated in the Western world today. I 
suppose it is because Indo-China seems so far away, so vague, 
so small. Perhaps it is because people think of it as just another 
P'rcnch colony in wbich nobody has any interest except the 
French. Perhaps so far as W'C in America are concerned, it is 
because w^e have so little direct trade with that part of the 
world. 

Another possible reason is that this apparently small penin¬ 
sula falling dowai from the southeast corner of Asia looks so 
insignificant on the map; and the islands below, the former 
Dutch East Indies, seem even more insignificant; but their 
value to the free world is colossal. Indo-China and its border¬ 
ing neighbors, Tliailand and Burma, occupy the whole penin¬ 
sula and extend the length of the southern border of China 
from the China Sea to the Indian Ocean. In these three coun¬ 
tries alone there are 6z,ooo,ooo people; in addition to rubber, 
tin, tungsten, and copra, they nonnally produce two thirds of 
the exportable rice of the entire world. As a source of food and 
raw materials to be exchanged for manufactured goods they 
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are essential to the continued existence of a self-supporting 
Japan. If they should fall, it seems impossible that the free 
world could long count on Malaya or the former Dutch East 
Indies, now the great Republic of Indonesia with 79,000,000 
people and immense natural resources. It is true that many of 
these nations are new in the business of sclf-govcmmcnt, but 
they should be encouraged to join the brotherliood of free na¬ 
tions of the world, for without them tlic whole structure of 
the free world in the Pacific would collapse. ITicy form the 
cornerstone of the Pacific defenses of America. And Indo- 
China is the cornerstone of the cornerstone. 

1 am convinced that our govcmmciit must move now with 
decision, in advance of crisis. Wc must draw a line and give 
warning that it must not be crossed; that if the Chinese Com¬ 
munists invade Southeast Asia we will retaliate with all the 
force and with every weapon at our command. With such a 
guarantee and freedom from fear of conquest, I am convinced 
Indo-China can restore order and win through to peace. 

It would be a catastrophe if Southeast Asia should fall; it 
would be intolerable if neglect in making our position clear in 
advance should bring about another Korea. Both can be 
avoided by stem decisions now. y\ction through strength is the 
only action Communists understand. If wc give leadership to 
the free nations by acting now, instead of waiting for crisis to 
engulf them. Southeast Asia and the free Pacific can be saved. 
If there is no action, they will be lost. It is as plain as that. 



8 



I met a traveller from an antique land 
\Vlio said: Two vast and trunkless legs of stone 
Stand in the desert. Near them, on the sand, 

Half sunk, a shatter’d visage lies, whose frown 
And WTinkled lip, and sneer of cold command, 

I’cll that its sculptor well those passions read 
\Vliich yet survive, (stamp’d on these lifeless things,) 
Tlic hand that mocked them and the lieart that fed: 
And on the pedestal these words appear: 

"'My name is Ozymaiidias, king of kings: 

Look on my works, yc Mighty, and despair!” 

Ozyniandias by Percy Bysshe 
Shelley 


lx SKF.MEn to me that I was entitled to take one day out of 
sixty for ])ure vacationing and sight-seeing. Only two hundred 
and twenty miles northwest in the kingdom of Cambodia 
stand the fabulous mins of Angkor. I had always wanted to 
see the remains of the capital city of the once great Khmer 
kingdom, which had been lost to civilization since the fif¬ 
teenth century and reclaimed from the jungle only in the last 
hundred years. 

This would also give me a chance to visit the Cambodian 
capital of Pnom Penh to pay my respects to the King and his 
Cabinet. Tliis was made most attractive by the assurance 
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that the King had already invited us to dinner and would he 
happy to command a dance by one of the few troupes of palace 
dancing girls left in a disordered and materialistic world. 

No one could be certain whether a plane could land at the 
airport at Angkor; the last plane that had gone up there got 
stuck in the mud and it took a week to get it out. There was 
no telegraph and no telephone communication at that time 
with Angkor because Viet Minh guerrillas were operating in 
the interv'cning territory. It w'as less than tw'O hours by air, so 
we could fly up and take a look; if the pilots thought they could 
set the plane down on the air strip they w’ould; if not, we 
would have to call it bad luck and return to Saigon. 

After flying for two hours over almost unbroken jungle we 
sighted a vast lake as we approached Angkor. In the rainy sea¬ 
son the lake, which bears the euphonious name “Tonle Sap,” 
overflows its natural banks and is more than fifty miles long 
and sometimes nearly as wide. Mr. Heath assured me in all 
seriousness that it w'as the finest fishing lake in the world with 
a seemingly endless supply which kept the natives in the 
neighborhood well fed with fish with a minimum of work. In 
the dry season the lake becomes much shallow'cr and smaller. 
It is recorded in the writings of responsible travelers and in 
government reports that during the dry season the fish congest 
the waters so badly that they interfere with the oars of boat¬ 
men rowing on the lake, lliis I did not see. I can only report 
it as the best fish story of the trip. 

Before long the incredible towers of Angkor Vat appeared 
above the jungle. Almost surrounded by impenetrable for¬ 
ests, the massive rectangle of the temple with its many towers, 
buildings and outer galleries caused a gasp of astonishment 
from all of us who had never seen it before. As the plane cir¬ 
cled above it we could see why this jungle monument to a 
dead civilization was one of the wonders of tlie world. 
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^\^len we approached the airport the prospects for landing 
did not seem bright. Tlie air strip seemed to be all right and a 
little to one side there was some dry ground on which were a 
number of cars with people clustered around them; but sur¬ 
rounding all the rest of the strip was water. On one side there 
were some twenty water buffalo wallowing half submerged for 
their daily soaking; on the other side, where the water was shal¬ 
low, sixteen or eighteen cows were nibbling at bits of green 
thrust up through the surface of the water; on each side of the 
strip were half a dozen naked children. 

We came dowai for a pass at the full length of the strip to 
sec whether it seemed dry enough to land. With no radio com¬ 
munication from the field, the pilot had to rely on his own 
estimate of the strip’s condition. He decided it was dry enough, 
so we circled again and came down, touching the strip at the 
extreme end; by applying the brakes gently but quickly, the 
pilot stopped the plane before it went into the muddy water 
at the other end of the strip. 

As the door opened we were again hit by the blast of damp 
July heat which hangs over the jungle area day and night. We 
were met, too, by His Majes^s representative, the provincial 
governor, and the French cultural attachd, who bundled the 
party into a miscellany of cars and jeeps, and we bounced off 
down the road. Tlie governor speaks excellent French and two 
native dialects but no English, so with Mr. Heath again acting 
as interpreter, he explained that he had been sent out from the 
capital of Pnom Penh by the King not long before to take over 
the province. It was the largest province in area and the small¬ 
est in population in the kingdom but culturally important be¬ 
cause it included the city of Angkor. “It’s quite safe around 
here,” he assured us. “Our local bandit leader has recently de¬ 
serted Ho Chi Minh and proclaimed his loyalty to tlie King; 
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he has announced that he personally guarantees the safety of 
all tourists who visit the city.” 

We were riding in an old Packard limousine which the King 
had handed down to the governor after using it for several 
years. This ancient and honorable vehicle seemed to fall apart 
each time wc hit a bump but the driver plowed steadily ahead, 
ignoring all mechanical difficulties. 

As we neared the city there were more and more straw- 
thatched huts, most of them raised up on high stilts to keep out 
of the floods of the rainy season, when there are often as much 
as five inches of rain in one day. The good luck we had gener¬ 
ally cnjoj'cd on the trip stayed with us and we saw Angkor Vat 
under a blazing, cloudless sky. 

It is a majestic and breath-taking sight. A causeway thirty 
feet wide and a quarter of a mile long leads to the central ter¬ 
race through an artificial lake which surrounds the entire tem¬ 
ple. Tire causeway is paved with huge stone blocks and flanked 
by balustrades, now largely in ruins, representing the body of a 
gigantic snake—the seven-headed sacred Naga. At the end of 
the causeway, up a flight of stone steps, is the first level of the 
temple, which is completely surrounded by an open-windowed 
gallery. Inside, rising high above the gallery, arc the second and 
third levels of the temple crowned by a massive central tower. 

Tlie architecture of the temple is primitive. Tlie Cambo¬ 
dians of a thousand years ago did not know how to make an 
arch, though the Romans had understood the principle a thou¬ 
sand years before that; as a result, each doorway and the 
ceilings of the gallery and the towers themselves arc con¬ 
structed of huge blocks of stone in rising layers which draw 
closer together until they join at the top in an inverted V. It is 
amazing that the galleries, roofed over only by stones which 
were rubbed together until smooth and then joined at the top, 
still show few leaks after seven centuries. To cover up the cru- 
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dity of the stonework above, false ceilings of beautifully carved 
wood were hung below; these, however, had long since decayed 
and fallen away. 

Approaching the first gallery, we climbed the stone steps, 
each of them deeply worn by millions of bare feet over many 
centuries. It is believed that devotees, pilgrims, and the general 
public were admitted to this level, while the higher levels were 
reserved for the exclusive use of the royal family, the priests, 
and the ministers of state. Even so, the steps must have been 
climbed by countless millions over the years because as we 
mounted from one level to the next the steep, narrow stone 
slabs were worn to a dangerous slant. We had to cling to an 
iron railing to arrive at the top, with its towering view of hun¬ 
dreds of square miles of jungle and the spires of other temples 
occasionally obtruding above the trees in the distance. 

As wc finally reached the dizzy heights of the highest tower, 
we were faced with a new problem. Our guides told us that the 
steps by which wc had come up were quite unsuitable for de- 
seent. Other steps, which seemed steeper and even more worn, 
but with a firmer handrail, were the proper way to go down. So, 
gently putting down one foot at a time and hanging onto the 
handrail like grim death, we slowly descended a seemingly end¬ 
less and almost perpendicular flight of steps. The French cul¬ 
tural attache went first. Though he had made the trip many 
times, he stepped very gingerly indeed. Ed Galvin followed, 
even more gingerly, and then I, still more so. After at least a 
year I got down. Breathing a great sigh of relief, I turned 
around to look up. I shall never forget the sight of Paul Lock- 
wood, six feet four, weighing two hundred and twenty pounds, 
feeling his way down those steps. It was physically painful to 
watch him try out each step to see whether his foot would slip, 
put his weight on it, and then bring the other foot down while 
his large leather camera case banged against his side. 
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The only time I felt completely humiliated on the whole 
trip was when I saw the Cambodian governor follow us down 
the steps. Barely touching the handrail and walking straight 
dovm from step to step, it was as though he were coming down 
the wide flat front steps of the State Capitol in Albany. I guess 
you have to be a Cambodian to know how to go down those 
temple stairs. 

Inside the terraces, at every comer or turning place of the 
towers and the rising tiers, arc carved figures ranging in size 
from a few inches to fifteen feet, most of them dancing girls. 
The French cultural attache, a fine young scholar with an eye 
for details, said that no two of the carved figures in all the 
labjTinth of the temple had ever been found to be alike. 

The gallery which runs around the first level of the temple 
is two and a half miles long. The outer side is a continuous row 
of windows separated only by pillars; on the inner side are two 
and a half miles of stone carvings and bas-reliefs which once 
were painted and gilded. As we walked along, the French cul¬ 
tural attache explained that there is, of course, controversy 
among scholars as to the meaning of some. Many were per¬ 
fectly simple, depicting military expeditions of the Emperor, 
his triumphs and the warlords and kings he had conquered. 
The more important the vanquished kings were, the more 
umbrellas over their heads. Thousands of soldiers and dancing 
girls are presented in bas-relief and some of the panels still bear 
traces of the original gold and red paint. Others arc highly 
polished from the millions of hands that have passed over them 
during the centuries. 

Ancient epics of India which are represented make it clear 
to the scholars that this area of the world had been settled by 
conquering Indians many centuries before the temple was 
built. One bas-relief shows in detail what is believed to be the 
history of the ceaseless warfare between the Brahman priests 
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of India and outside invaders a thousand years before the birth 
of Christ. One presents the death of the mythologieal Hindu 
monkey king, surrounded by his weeping monkey subjeets. 
Tliere arc also representations of the judgment of mankind 
after death, with thirty-two phases of torture and punishment 
in full detail in a sculptured Inferno. 

None of the endless carvings in all their beauty and skill 
seems to answer the argument among the scholars as to 
whether Brahman or Buddhist influence dominated and at 
what period. It is agreed, however, that in the early thirteenth 
century some thirteen thousand people lived in the temple; 
eighteen high priests, twenty-seven hundred serving priests, six 
hundred dancing girls, two thousand acolyte priests, and the 
balance guards and servants. We met the successors of those 
priests while we were there—some of the 60,000 Buddhist 
bonzes who serve the 3,500,000 Cambodians. The bonzes in 
their brilliant saffron robes carry on the religious tradition 
which is basically Buddhist but shows Brahman influence. 

Legend insists that the last Klnner monarch who ruled over 
Angkor perished in the central tower. Tlie four entrances to 
the highest tower were walled up at the King’s command, the 
legend goes, so he might die alone with his gods, rather than 
fall into the hands of the conquering hordes of Siamese who 
were storming the city. Tire southern entrance to the tower 
was opened in 1908 but no bones were discovered. 

Wliilc much of its history is lost in the mists of the past, the 
best estimate appears to be that Angkor Vat was built in the 
late twelfth and early thirteenth centuries at almost the same 
time the nobles were wresting Magna Charta from King John 
of England. It is estimated that King Jayavarman VII of the 
Khmer kingdom required the services of thirty thousand slaves 
for forty years to complete the temple. Ten thousand addi¬ 
tional slaves were required to carry water for them; how many 
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tens of thousands of slaves died in the course of construction 
and had to be replaced by new ones no one is willing to guess. 
Many of the slabs of stone are six feet long and three to four 
feet square, all having been quarried miles away and hauled by 
the sweat of men onto barges which were then towed to tire 
site of the temple. 

During the building of Angkor Vat the Khmer Empire in¬ 
cluded most of Southeast Asia and the kings of Khmer—as 
Cambodia was then known—commanded armies of 15,000,000 
troops. While those troops probably were unhappy fishermen 
and peasants forced into warfare, the riches of the kingdom 
behind them must have required the support of most of 
conquered Southeast Asia. 

It was hard to believe that this sleepy jungle village was once 
a city of 1,000,000 people, during the reign of the Khmer kings 
from the ninth to the fourteenth centuries. In the fourteenth 
century the Siamese rebelled in sufficient strength to defeat 
the Emperor of Khmer and ravage Angkor and its temples. 
After that, the legend is, that Chinese, fleeing from the pres¬ 
sure of the Mongol conquests, drove the Siamese out. With 
no monarch left to preserve and guard the fabled city, the 
jungle gradually swallowed up the temples. 

So far as I was concerned, the whole trip would have been 
worth while just to see Angkor Vat. It is called the eighth won¬ 
der of the world but I am doubtful what wonder would rank 
ahead of it. Perhaps it is only the eighth wonder because it was 
the most recently discovered. For five hundred years this whole 
civilization, with its fantastic architectural monuments, was 
lost to the world. Not until the middle of the last century did 
a wandering French missionary rediscover it, and only in 1902 
did the French scholar Pelliot translate the only known 
manuscript written about Angkor at the height of its power 
and glory. Tlie manuscript was written by Chew Ta Kwan, 
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who was sent in 1295 by the Chinese Emperor Cheng Song as 
envoy to the kingdom of Khmer. 

The French archaeologist in charge of the Angkor Vat ruin 
has labored for fifty years at the task of clearing the jungle and 
restoring the temple. Wc saw the aged scholar, now in his 
seventies, perched on the roof of one of the stone buildings 
directing the restoration work of native laborers. As long ago as 
the eighth century smaller temples and shrines around the 
sacred city reached the staggering total of six hundred. Excava¬ 
tion work goes ahead slowly, impeded by successive world wars 
and now by Communist guerrilla activity. Hundreds upon hun¬ 
dreds of Buddhas have been excavated from the accumulated 
centuries of rotted jungle and flood-borne silt which have tom 
at the temples and worn down and all but buried them. The 
great Takeo was wholly lost to view in the dense vegetation 
until 1920. 

We sat down at a lunch stand across the road from the en¬ 
trance to the causeway, exhausted and half starved. None of us 
cared to risk the water or the food at the lunch stand, and the 
longer we watched the columns of flies lighting on everything 
edible or drinkable, the less hungr}^ we got; but it was the only 
place to cat. Fortunately Mrs. Heath, who knew the problems 
of Angkor, had put up lunch for us, enough for the whole party, 
including the governor, the French cultural attach^, and the 
drivers. 

As wc ate, the inhabitants of half a dozen nearby huts were 
busily cultivating their fields, driving their pigs, or talking with 
the handful of underfed guides who stood around under the 
tree across the road, hoping against hope for an unattached 
tourist. Tliere were no lavatory facilities, of course, but the 
jungle serves all purposes. 

After lunch we set out along the road through the jungle to 
visit Angkor Thom, the walled royal city of the Khmers. In the 
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short trip to the royal city wc saw two huge temples in varying 
stages of decay. We also passed a gigantic gilded Buddha 
seated on a raised platform under a high thatched roof. The 
French cultural attache said it was quite modem, reckoning 
that it had been erected witliin the last sixty years. 

Angkor '^Tliom is nearly two miles square and, though it is 
not nearly as well preserved as Angkor Vat, it is the favorite of 
many archaeologists. Tire royal palaces have all but disinte¬ 
grated and the Temple of Bayon (the Tower of Gold) and 
the Temple of Baphen (the Tower of Brass) are in ruins. 
But the fomier glory of the city is apparent. Huge terraced 
areas where gladiatorial contests and elephant fights were 
staged are still to be seen. Despite its walls, the jungle once 
completely claimed the city, before restoration began. Great 
trees arc now growing all over the ruins, and roots, themselves 
the size of tree trunks, ran along the masonr}^ and over the 
walls. Some of the enclosed portions are so hidden by jungle 
growth that little light penetrates them. They are inhabited 
by thousands of bats, while troops of monkeys play in the trees 
above as man's halting restoration wages an indecisive battle 
against nature’s invasion. 

Our weather luck held out. Tlie only rain on the entire trip 
to Cambodia was during the flight from Angkor to the capital 
city of Pnom Penh. For half an hour we flew through a cloud¬ 
burst; then the air cleared and wc arrived in perfect weather. 
The word certainly must have gone out from Formosa to every 
place on my itinerary because here again were a dozen loyal 
leaders of the Chinese community presenting their compli¬ 
ments and urging the cause of a Free China. Here, too, was 
Don V. Catlett, the American consul and charge d’affaires, 
who starred with a straight face through the comedy of the 
elephant the King of Cambodia shipped to Mr. Truman. In 
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spite of almost unsurmountable difEculties Catlett ultimately 
solved all problems, except the ability of an elephant to survive 
the trip. 

We arrived almost on time for our courtesy call on His 
Majesty Norodom Sihanouk Varman, King of Cambodia. 
“This is Friday,” said Don Catlett, “so the King and all his 
Cabinet will be dressed in their blue sampots.” 

“Wliat’s a sampot and why blue?” I asked. 

“Tlie sampot is the Cambodian national costume. It is 
fastened around the waist and then tucked up between the 
legs. It looks like a bulky pair of shorts that end at the knee. 
At the palace they have a different color for each day and 
Friday is the blue day.” And so it was. 

Arriving at the palace gates, we were met by the gaily dressed 
palace band and Honor Guard and ushered into the glittering 
throne room. Tlic King was seated on a golden chair fifteen 
feet in front of the throne. On cither side of him, facing each 
other, were two rows of Cabinet ministers—all dressed in the 
blue sampots and colorful jackets. The twcnty-ninc-ycar-old 
King came forward to greet each of us and introduce us to the 
members of his Cabinet. He seated me beside him and we had 
a pleasant conversation, through an interpreter, of course, 
since he speaks in French, though he also understands a great 
deal of English. 

Our next visit was to the French commissioner, Jean de 
Raymond. It is still hard to believe that the pleasant, rather 
tired French career officer who welcomed me so cordially is 
now dead. We had tea with him and talked about Cambodia 
and France and Communism; that evening he dined with us at 
the palace. Two months later he was stabbed to death by a 
house boy planted on his staff by the Communists. 

Dinner at the palace was in the King’s private quarters. Their 
simplicity was as impressive as the throne room was magnifi- 
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cent. The King was faultlessly dressed in a white sharksldn suit 
and black tie. The thirty people at the dinner party included 
our party, members of the Cabinet and their wives, and the 
entire diplomatic corps, which meant the French High Com¬ 
missioner, Don Catlett, the Free Chinese consul, and their 
wives. I was surprised to learn at dinner that the King writes 
modern jazz and has had one piece published in America. I 
was even more surprised to find in this jungle capital that the 
King had a private printing plant in the palace. The menu had 
been elegantly printed that day and it recorded a beautifully 
cooked French dinner. 

After dinner we adjourned to the drawing room, where we 
were given a program, also printed that day, describing the 
three dances which would be presented by the King’s dancing 
girls. Tlie King explained to me that he had emancipated the 
dancing girls from the palace, so they no longer came to the 
palace at the age of six or seven to learn the traditional dances, 
living there until they reached the ripe old age of twenty or 
twenty-one, when they were too old to be dancers and could go 
out and marry. Tlie dancers now live in the city and commute 
to the palace when they arc needed. The description of one 
dance, “Tlie Legend of Preah Saing,” read as follows; 

“Preah Saing is a Prince charmer, but when he is traveling 
he disguises himself as an ogre and provides himself with a 
magic wand. 

“Princess Rcchana, the daughter of King Preah Bat Samal, 
on being introduced to that ogre, falls in love with him for, by 
God’s favor, she secs him in his real appearance, with a golden 
complexion. She hands him flowers as a token of her love. 

“On receiving those flowers, the ogre is very pleased and 
comes near her, but the Princess, losing her first vision of him 
and beholding him as an ogre, gets frightened, is much dis¬ 
appointed and weeps so much that she falls unconscious. 
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“Lest the Princess die, the ogre drops his disguise to com¬ 
fort her. 

“When the Princess recovers from her fainting fit she sees 
Preah Saing as he really is and feels a great joy. 

“The Prince and the Princess marry.” 

The headdresses and many of the costumes of the dancing 
girls were identical with those of the carved figures I had seen 
earlier in the day on the walls of the temple of Angkor Vat. 
Clothed from neck to heels, the girls moved slowly around 
tire room accompanied by a hidden orchestra pla3ang on 
stringed instruments music which to my Western ears bore 
not even a purely coincidental resemblance to either tune 
or rhythm. The principal feature of the Cambodian dancing 
art appeared to me to be the ability to turn on one foot, 
holding the other leg bent at right angles while feet, toes, and 
fingers tell the story. 

The King is well educated and a charming host. It was 
greatly to his own surprise that he succeeded to the crown be¬ 
cause at the death of his predecessor his uncle was regarded by 
many as the logical successor. But in Cambodia the crown is 
not hereditary, passing to whichever male is named by the royal 
family conference. The uncle was passed over and the present 
King was selected. This absolute monarch over 3,500,000 
people is a modem-minded young man who insists that his 
kingdom be a constitutional monarchy, having ordered the first 
election in the history of Cambodia in 1947. From all reports 
the campaign was unique. The natives in the Cambodian 
jungle had never heard of elections but when the King called 
for one they were obedient and agreed to vote. Many of the 
candidates raised their campaign funds by traveling through 
the jungle selling ballots to the ilhterate natives who wished to 
obey the royal command to vote. 

The results were disastrous and the King finally had to dis- 
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solve the new Parliament. The young monarch is not only 
pleasant, however, but persistent: he ordered a new election in 
1951. Wliile I was there he was engaged in active electioneer¬ 
ing. Since this was an entirely new wrinkle to me to see a King 
campaigning in an election, I asked him what he was saying in 
his speeches to the people. “I tell them that Communism has 
nothing to offer that we do not have in our country,” Ilis 
Majesty replied. “I tell them that we have more land than any 
man can farm. I point out that any man can mark out his own 
land up to twenty acres, clear it of jungle, and have the finest 
land in the world.” 

“How does he pay for the land?” I asked. 

“He doesn’t have to pay for the land. He simply has to regis¬ 
ter the land with the tax assessor and pay a small tax. Tlien he 
can use it as long as he pays his taxes. Twenty acres is more 
than any man can farm alone but if he clears that much it will 
be enough to support him and several other families.” 

I’hc King’s confidence was justified. Wlrcn the Cambodian 
Minister to the United States called upon me in this country 
some weeks later he told me that the Parliament was a very 
good one. I shudder to think, however, what may happen when 
the Communists organize to win an election in Cambodia. 
Tliey arc now principally engaged in guerrilla activity, trying 
with some success to starve out the government by reducing 
production, making highway transport unsafe, and cutting 
some areas off entirely from tax collections. 

As a result the little kingdom is having its troubles. It used 
to be a heavy exporter of rice, pepper, dried fish, and fish brine. 
Today its exports arc sharply reduced as a result of guerrilla 
sabotage. Eighty per cent of the arable land of Cambodia is still 
in jungle. Tliis fertile and relatively undeveloped region on the 
southern rim of crowded China is a natural target for the land- 
hungry millions to the north. Cambodians wonder how long 
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the Chinese Reds will resist the temptation to move in. They 
are also afraid that if the French should withdraw their troops 
after peace is restored the more numerous Viet Namese might 
decide to swallow up Cambodia and Laos. If this should hap¬ 
pen the fate of Angkor Vat might be re-enacted in our own 
times; so the French remain quite welcome at Pnom Penh. 

Tlic vital need of this little jungle kingdom is, of course, bet¬ 
ter political leadership, but that is not unique; it is true of the 
whole world. For humanity’s sake, I hope that there will always 
be room in this dreadfully serious world for the sort of place 
where the members of the Cabinet change the color of their 
sampots every day of the week. 
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‘Malaya 


To meet the ehallenge of Communism, Democracy must 
learn to improve its own way of life along its own lines by its 
own choice. . . . There must be equal freedom and oppor¬ 
tunity for all of whatever race, class or creed and the Govern¬ 
ment must take root in the life of the people. ITie best 
fortress for the Government is to be found in the love of the 
people, whose confidence and willing cooperation must be 
won. 

From an address by Dato Tan 
Cheng Lock, president of the 
Malayan Chinese Association, 
October 1949 

0. AUGUST 3, 1948, Malcolm MacDonald made his dra¬ 
matic broadcast from his official residence in the palace at Bukit 
Serene. Only a few months earlier the Communist bandits had 
officially set up their Politburo in the jungles of Malaya, an¬ 
nouncing to the world that on August 3 they would occupy 
Bukit Serene in the State of Johore, Malaya, aeross the Straits 
from Singapore. In a broadcast to Malaya and all Southeast 
Asia, MacDonald hurled his defiance and taunted the Reds on 
the failure of their timetable. As Commissioner General for the 
United Kingdom in Southeast Asia he announced to his mil¬ 
lions of hsteners that he was broadcasting from his palace be- 
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cause the Russian commissar who had been scheduled to malce 
the broadcast was absent by reason of circumstances entirely 
bevond the commissar’s control. 

j 

\Vliilc Bukit Serene has yet to be occupied, the Red chal¬ 
lenge continues in Malaya and has settled down to a savage 
war of attrition by a handful of guerrillas who have thus far 
succeeded in defying the whole British Empire. 

Ihc guerrillas—or bandits as they arc always called in Malaya 
—are members of the Communist Malayan Races Liberation 
Army, lire best estimate is that the bandits deliberately keep 
their fighting strength at about 4000, divided into ten regi¬ 
ments of 400 men apiece. Tlicy are su23ported by the Min 
Yuen, the underground Communist party in Malaya. If a 
thousand bandits are killed, there seem always to be a thou¬ 
sand more to take their places. Operating under rigid Com¬ 
munist discipline in small bands in the jungle, their numbers 
appear to be limited only by the amount of guns and ammuni¬ 
tion available. Striking out from their mobile camps in the 
jungle and then quickly disappearing, these 4000 bandits have 
harried and baffled a force of nearly 150,000 British troops, 
police, and local guards. In August 1951 casualties at the end 
of three years of what the government calls “Tlie Emergency” 
had already totaled more than 8000 in killed and wounded, 
about evenly divided on both sides. 

The Communists have thus far failed in their customary 
first objective of wrecking the economy of the country. 
Malaya’s production in 1951 was the highest in its history, with 
exports considerably exceeding imports. In that year this tiny 
area produced the largest volume of dollar-caming exports in 
the whole British Empire. This long narrow tongue of land 
hangs down from Thailand at the bottom of Southeast Asia, 
ending in the British Crown Colony island of Singapore. Five 
million people live in the nine Federated States of Malaya, 
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which has a total area of fifty thousand square miles, about the 
size of the State of New York. Snuggled along the shore at the 
end of the peninsula is the island fortress of Singapore, barely 
twenty-seven miles long and fourteen miles wide. 

If America is a melting pot, Malaya and Singapore are cru¬ 
cibles. Here is a mixture not only of national origins but of 
racial, ethnological, and religious groups which presents one of 
the most baffling complexes in the world today. Wliilc each of 
the nine sultans who have nominal rule over the Federated 
States of the Malay Peninsula is a Malayan Moslem, only 
forty-five per cent of the population arc Malays, an almost 
equal number are Chinese, and the remainder is made up of 
a scattering of Indians, Europeans, and Americans. Singapore 
itself has very few Malays; out of a population of 1,000,000, 
more than 800,000 arc Chinese with the remaining 200,000 
from Malaya, India, Europe, America, and Indonesia. 

TIic Acting American Consul General, John Goodyear, had 
arranged a reception for us on the afternoon of our postponed 
arrival. Out of the 250 people who were invited, four were 
in London and 246 were present. Tlie reception was about to 
start by the time our plane from Saigon fought the last of the 
head winds and landed at the Singapore airport, so I hurried 
off to change at Government House, where Paul Lockwood 
and I were to be the guests of the Governor General, Sir 
Franklin and Lady Gimson. 

llie reception turned out to be unusually pleasant despite 
the temperature, which was about a hundred degrees in the 
shade. Every race, color, and creed was represented: Malay, 
Chinese, Indian, American officials and businessmen, my host 
and hostess, Malcolm MacDonald and his wife, as well as 
British businessmen, representatives of a number of Asian Gov¬ 
ernments, and the French consul general. I had a chance to 
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visit with nearly everyone and found a number of people who 
knew many of my friends at home. 

Tlie subject of rubber and tin prices came up almost imme¬ 
diately and that hottest of controversial issues in Singapore 
was underfoot during the entire visit. At a press conferenee the 
next morning, the reporters asked a great many questions 
about conditions in Japan, Korea, Fomiosa, and Indo-China 
which I answered quite fully for at least three quarters of an 
hour; however, the only report of the press conferenee in the 
local papers the following day was the front-page news that 
I had said I would be glad to meet with the rubber and tin 
producers. Nothing else seemed as important as the American 
Government’s fight to lower rubber and tin prices, which was 
bitterly resented in Singapore. 

I was happy to get back to Government House after the re¬ 
ception, wringing wet and exhausted from a day that had started 
in Pnom Penh at six in the morning. My Singapore home 
was situated on top of a hill in the walled and guarded govern¬ 
ment compound, built in the days when a structure of impos¬ 
ing size symbolized to the world the might of the British 
Empire. In size and architecture it resembles the Metropolitan 
Museum of Art on Fifth Avenue in New York and seems 
quite as spacious inside. One entire wing is devoted to guest 
rooms; mine was perhaps twenty by fifty feet with ceilings 
that seemed to be at least eighteen feet high. One comer was 
glass-enclosed and contained a bed and an excellent air-con¬ 
ditioning machine, so excellent that the stream of cold air it 
gave off was too much for my tropic-thinned blood. After 
letting the machine run for a couple of hours that night, I 
turned it off and opened the door. That raised another prob¬ 
lem because for the rest of the night I was the happy hunting 
ground for what seemed to be all the mosquitoes in Singapore. 
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The white people who live in that part of the world have 
an amazing nonchalance about mosquitoes. British and Amer¬ 
ican alike, they will look you straight in the eye and give 
solemn assurances that there are no mosquitoes whatsoever. 
Because of the continuous heat in this area, which sits almost 
on the equator, the houses arc almost completely open. Birds 
and mosquitoes fly in and out, becoming quite disconcerting 
at dinner sometimes; everybody admits that the birds are 
there but never the mosquitoes. I had the same experience on 
Formosa, and at the state dinners in Saigon I had the impres¬ 
sion I was being eaten alive. After mentioning it once or 
twice during the trip I decided that the subject was not worth 
discussing. Nobody understood what I was talking about. Ap¬ 
parently a nice fresh com-fed American is fair game for the 
mosquitoes, but after he has been there for a while they no 
longer take any interest in him. Until then, a good insect repel¬ 
lent is a necessity. 

After church on Sunday I spent the rest of the day with 
Malcolm MacDonald at Bukit Serene. This oriental palace 
is situated about twenty miles away from Government House 
across the causeway which joins Singapore with the mainland. 
Atop a hill overlooking the harbor, its front terrace commands 
one of the most beautiful views I have ever seen. By this time 
I had concluded that all harbors are beautiful and had given 
up trying to decide which was the loveliest. 

The palace itself is about a block long. The ground floor 
includes spacious entrance halls housing Malcolm MacDon¬ 
ald's priceless collection of Asian paintings and objets d’art. A 
tower at one end looks down on the whole scene on the land¬ 
ward side, including a swimming pool seventy-five feet in 
length, with tiled terraces and an attractive recreation house. 
The palace was built by the Sultan of Johore for his Scottish 
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wife. Betraying an attitude entirely inconsistent with tradi¬ 
tional Scottish thrift, she divorced him before she could ever 
occupy the palace. As a result, the Sultan has rented it to the 
British Government for the use of the Commissioner General 
of the United Kingdom for Southeast Asia, who happens also 
to be a Scot. 

Here lived the man I had changed my original route to meet 
and then postponed my schedule in Hong Kong in order not 
to miss. At the age of fifty, Malcolm MacDonald had spent 
most of his life in public service. A member of Parliament from 
1929 to 1945, he had served as parliamentary Undersecretary 
of the Dominions, Secretary of State for Dominion Affairs, 
Secretary of State for Colonics and Minister of Health 
in Winston Churcliiirs wartime coalition Cabinet until he 
went to Canada as British High Commissioner from 1941 to 
1946. In Canada he met and married a beautiful Canadian girl 
whose first husband had been killed in action. As Commis¬ 
sioner General, Malcolm MacDonald holds a rank equivalent 
to that of Cabinet minister. Although he has no administrative 
duties, he has broad policy-making and advisory functions in 
the British territories of Malaya, Singapore, North Borneo, 
Sarawak, and Brunei. He also advises the British Government 
on policy for the whole area stretching through Burma, Thai¬ 
land, and Indo-China up to Hong Kong and down to Indo¬ 
nesia. He is called by many “the wise man of Asia.” As is most 
unusual in such cases, he lives up to his reputation. He is the 
son of Ramsay MacDonald, the late Labor Prime Minister 
of Great Britain. 

Malcolm MacDonald is completely informal and friendly in 
manner. With an easy, spontaneous grin and a nature which 
makes him like people for their own sakes, it is not hard to 
understand why he came up the British public service ladder so 
far and so fast. 
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Tliis Sunday a swimming party and luncheon had been 
arranged long before I changed rny schedule, so I was just an 
extra guest at Bukit Serene. Tlic other eighteen or twenty 
guests were Chinese friends of the Commissioner General 
whom he had invited for a social afternoon. Tliey were a 
group of close friends, husbands and wives, some of them with 
their children along. All spoke perfect English and it vras a 
great treat to me to have a chance to relax, get a swim, sun¬ 
bathe, and have luncheon on a purely social basis without any 
talk of wars and politics or even the price of tin. After lunch 
evcrj'one had a siesta but I forwent a nap to enjoy the rare 
privilege of reading a New York newspaper for the second time 
in the month since I had left home. Never have I felt so cut 
off from new's of the world and I realized once again how pro¬ 
vincial we all get in our newspaper-reading habits. It is so 
hard to get the news out of newspapers to w'hich one is not 
accustomed, particularly in foreign countries. 

After the guests had left Malcolm MacDonald and I sat 
on the terrace and talked for a couple of hours in the calm of 
a late summer afternoon as we w^atched the glory of the setting 
sun in a cloudless sky over the bay. Mrs. MacDonald and Paul 
Lockw'ood joined us for dinner, after which the Commissioner 
General and I continued talking far into the evening. He is 
a wise man with a fine sense of balance, recognizing that cer¬ 
tainty is unattainable in politics—that there are no blacks or 
whites in the incredible complexities of Asia; as in the best 
Chinese paintings, there are only various shades of gray, with 
only a fleck of red or gold. 

If the British should suddenly give dominion status to 
Singapore and Malaya and withdraw their troops, both would 
unquestionably fall to the Reds; but the status quo is equally 
intolerable. If the free world continues on the defensive, it 
cannot survive. The law of life is change and motion. Our 



262 Journey to the Far Pacific 

problem, as leaders of the free world, is to take command of 
the change and make it good; make it creative and evolu¬ 
tionary. Change can also come too fast; Burma is an example. 
There nationalism was so intense that, with no preparation for 
self-government at all, they insisted on breaking all ties with 
the British Crown and achieving immediate independence. 
They have .since paid a terrible priee in economic dislocation, 
hunger, warfare, destruction, and chaos. 

I was pleased to find that everyone in Singapore shared my 
great admiration for General de Lattre and his miraculous 
skill in rebuilding the French defenses of Indo-China at a time 
when they were in a state of collapse. It was interesting that the 
fiery and determined De Lattre and the calm, philosophical 
MacDonald shared a mutual high respect and warm personal 
regard for each other. 

It was during this evening that Malcolm MacDonald pro¬ 
posed that we fly up to see the conditions of jungle warfare in 
Malaya the next day. A telephone call arranged for the RAF 
plane and early next morning we took off from Singapore for 
Kuala Lumpur, the capital of Malaya. The British brigadier in 
charge of operations against the bandits in the south rode in 
the seat opposite mine and told me of his problems on the 
flight up. He is fighting an invisible enemy who strikes in the 
dark and disappears into the jungle. It is like the forest warfare 
with the Indians in colonial days in America. The Red bandits 
are battle-hardened and jungle-trained, elusive and wily. As 
in the Philippines and Indo-China, they started as a guerrilla 
force to fight the occupying Japanese in World War II with 
arms and supplies dropped to them by the British and Ameri¬ 
cans; they developed their hit-and-run guerrilla tactics in the 
hard school of jungle warfare, where they had to be faster and 
quicker than the Japanese troops to stay alive. 
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The Japanese occupation also drove an estimated 500,000 
Chinese from Singapore and the other eities of Malaya to the 
fringes of the jungle. There, with their families, they sought 
refuge from the Japanese and scratched out an existence as 
squatters on the land. Far from the eities or villages where the 
poliee guard could protect them, they were easy prey for the 
Communist guerrillas after the war. By a combination of prop¬ 
aganda and force, the guerrillas extorted from the squatters 
the food, money, and other supplies needed to eontinue their 
warfare against the government. 

Wlien it became plain that the usual military and poliee 
operations were futile in exterminating the bandits, the British 
sent in a distinguished soldier as direetor of operations in 
hTalaya, Lieutenant General Sir Harold Briggs. A veteran of 
many years’ serviee in India and of three j^ears in the Burma 
campaign. General Briggs evolved what is now known as the 
Briggs Plan, designed to tackle both the social and the military 
problems. First the military was organized in camps scattered 
at strategic points, from which they could engage in recon¬ 
naissance and pursue the bandits whenever they appeared. See- 
ond, the police posts were more widely scattered throughout 
the state to work in complete co-operation with the military 
out of a central headquarters. Third, the bandits were to be 
gradually starv'cd out and their political support withdrawn 
by removing the Chinese squatters and the scattered jungle 
communities into central compounds. Tliis was a gigantic oper¬ 
ation. It involved the wholesale transplanting of a half million 
people scattered throughout all Malaya. Tlie program was in 
full force while I was there, with new schools, new facilities, 
and a sense of security wiiich they had never enjoyed before. 

Small communities were enlarged by building thousands of 
homes at government expense; then the village was surrounded 
by barbed wire to keep out the bandits and their agents. Once 
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the village was completed, the government forces visited the 
squatters in the area and “invited” them to move into their 
new homes in the village. In the beginning some were not too 
happy, but once they found themselves in better homes, pro¬ 
tected from the nightly fear of Communist visitations, the 
atmosphere improved greatly. In addition to the 4000 armed 
bandits, there are estimated to be at least 10,000 members of 
the Communist Party in Malaya who are active and successful 
propagandists. It is supposed that there arc some Reds in every 
village, but as the squatters find security and protection in the 
villages at night, going bach and forth to farm their fields under 
armed convoys in the daytime, their confidence has increased 
and the effectiveness of Communist propaganda has dimin¬ 
ished. Still, there were many who were willing to carrj' food 
out of the villages to the bandits. Wliile I was there the British 
were launching a new system of controls over the food supply 
in the villages, limiting the number of stores where food could 
be handled, and making inspections to prevent the smuggling 
of supplies to the guerrillas. 

Tlic Briggs Plan was working. Tlirec hundred thousand out 
of 500,000 Chinese squatters had already been removed into 
protected villages when I was there and it was expected that 
the balance of this vast human transplantation would be 
finished within a few months. Tire plan was hurting the Reds. 
Tlic best evidence of this was that the Communists shifted 
their efforts to get food and supplies from the squatters and 
went after the rubber plantation workers. As a result the rub¬ 
ber plantations were also compelled to bring their employees 
into compounds, in addition to maintaining armed guards for 
the protection of their employees and their rubber trees. 

Tlierc was one other facet to the Briggs Plan: a substantial 
reward was offered for the capture of any bandit, dead or alive. 
While we were in Singapore there was considerable grim 
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amusement about a Chinese uafc who had just turned in her 
own husband, an important guerrilla leader. Without inquir¬ 
ing as to the domestic difficulties which motivated the lady’s 
action, the British paid the reward and prepared to bring the 
bandit leader to trial. Even in the midst of this desperate 
struggle the British have maintained civil liberties and no one 
is condemned except upon evidence establishing his guilt be¬ 
yond a reasonable doubt. 

As we flew from Singapore to Kuala Lumpur we could see 
the dense and impenetrable tropical jungle covering the moun¬ 
tains which run down the center of Malaya. The mountains 
are flanked by cleared land along each coast, rich areas which 
yield rice, coconuts, tapioca, sugar, copra, palm oil, pineapples, 
tea, yams, and bananas. Tlic rubber plantations, with row upon 
row of trees on the many thousands of acres, make Malaya 
unique in the world. For here in this small area is grown al¬ 
most exactly one half of the rubber supply of the entire world; 
of the 1,500,000 tons of rubber produced in the calendar year 
1950, Malaya produced 700,000. From seeds brought to this 
fertile peninsula by the British only a few decades ago, 
British, Chinese, and Malayan planters have developed the 
most concentrated and scientifically productive rubber area 
in existence. Rubber is king in Malaya. 

As we approached Kuala Lumpur for a landing, huge mud- 
colored blotches on the landscape advertised rubber’s only 
rival, the tin mines. Tire tin lies but a few feet below the 
surface and is dredged out by strip-mining methods, producing 
one third of the tin of the whole world. Kuala Lumpur is the 
world’s tin capital. Tlic annual exports of this rich little penin¬ 
sula are one seventh as great as those of the entire United 
States. 

Though we were met at the airport by an armored-car escort, 
it was hard to believe that Kuala Lumpur was the center of 
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some of the most desperate struggles between Communism 
and the free world. As wc drove through the city to command 
headquarters, it seemed pleasant and quiet, with well-stocked 
shops, palm-lined streets, and sedate public buildings, the 
whole scene looking dull and well ordered as its mixed popu¬ 
lation went about its leisurely way under the broiling equa¬ 
torial sun. Once we reached headquarters, all was changed. 
Tlic command room for Malaya was strictly a war room. On 
a huge map in the secret o^ierations room was laid out the 
whole disposition of the anned forces, the police, and the 
resettlement authorities. Everj^ place where the bandits were 
believed encamped was marked. Defense operations then 
under way were also charted. In this room all branches of the 
government, both British and native, work together around 
the clock, directing operations from one end of the peninsula 
to the other. As one after another of the heads of the various 
services stepped forward to give his briefing statement it was 
an impressive display of a mighty joint effort. 

When we left the city to go out into the field, our escort 
was increased. Annored cars preceded and followed us, the 
turrets of each constantly swinging back and forth to be ready 
for instant action in the event of attack. 

Most of the time the jungle was some distance from the 
road and Malcolm MacDonald explained: “Usually the ban¬ 
dits don’t leave the jungle except when it is necessary to con¬ 
duct a raid. 'Fliey don’t ordinarily ambush traveling parties 
except where the jungle comes close to the road. It wasn’t far 
from here, however, that I passed along the road a few weeks 
ago and forty minutes later a police car was ambushed. Tlie 
police gave the bandits a good battle, killing two of them, but 
two of our own chaps were killed in the fight and the bandits 
got their guns before they ran into the jungle.” 
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I told the Commissioner General a story that I had heard 
from a man who had twice seen, off the Malayan coast, a 
submarine which submerged when his plane went down to 
get a close look. “WeVe heard similar reports,” he replied, 
“but up to this minute we’ve found no proof that the bandits 
are receiving supplies from the outside. Tliey still have the 
guns and ammunition which were given them when they were 
resisting the Japanese and they keep on getting guns and 
ammunition whenever they raid a police outpost. 

“We’re strengthening these outposts, however, and the 
raids are diminishing. While there’s some evidence that the 
high command of the bandits has Russian advisers and they 
may well be brought in by submarines, we’ve been unable 
to prove it so far.” 

At Selangor, our first stop in the field, the combined opera¬ 
tions room was a smaller replica of the command headquarters, 
but confined to its own province. At Kajang, our second stop, 
we got down to the military grass roots. Here the combined 
operations room dealt with one section of one state and the 
details of each operation then in process. I was particularly 
impressed with the top secret intelligence room where the bits 
and pieces of information that filtered in were all fitted to¬ 
gether into the mosaics on which successful action was based. 
On one wall photographs of the leaders of all the bandit groups 
represented a typical Communist organization from the Polit¬ 
buro down through the lower ranks. There were a number of 
blanks on the chart but in the majority of places were pictures 
of bandit leaders, some alive and some dead. Captured bandits 
were brought here to be shown how much was known about 
them and their leaders. Wlienever any important bandit leader 
surrenders, the government launches him on a lecture tour 
from compound to compound and village to village, to tell the 
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people the evils of Communism and describe the guerrillas' 
mistakes and failures. One of the most recently surrendered 
leaders had announced to the press that he was now against the 
bandits and would co-operate with the government in suppress¬ 
ing them. Paradoxically, he added that he was still a good Com¬ 
munist but that he could no longer support the bandits’ 
methods or the injur)’ they were doing to the i^coplc of Malaya. 

Ever)’ picture on the wall was of a Chinese and I was aston¬ 
ished to learn that the Communist rebellion in Malaya in¬ 
volves practically no hlalays, ninety-five per cent of all the 
bandits being Chinese, lire loyal Chinese greatly outnumber 
the Reds, however, and three of the four men in charge of this 
top secret intelligence office were Chinese. 

The headquarters of the ist Suffolk Regiment camp at 
Kajang was one of the finest military installations I ever saw. 
llie tents were on concrete platforms raised eight to ten inches 
from the ground and surrounded by concrete drains. I’he cots 
were good and solid, each with its ow'ii mosquito netting, and 
all of the facilities of the camp were first class. A company was 
standing in hollow square for review and the amazing thing was 
that they were all draftees or, as the British call them, “national 
service men.” As we walked around the square the command¬ 
ing general called out: “All national service men raise their 
hands.” Every single man put up his hand. So far as I could 
learn, these English lads had become thoroughly adjusted to 
jungle warfare and their discipline and morale were excellent. 

Ihey were dressed in green uniforms for concealment in the 
jungle and wore rubber-soled canvas boots. Wlien I asked one 
of the men whether his boots weren’t too flimsy for the jungle, 
he replied: “Oh, they’re excellent, sir. Tlicy usually last about 
two weeks. We tried regular leather boots but they didn’t last 
more than two or three days in the jungle.” 
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In the hollow square there was also a group of native Borneo 
head-hunters, sometimes called the Hill Dyaks or Ibon 
trackers. They are all volunteers who have hired out for the 
job of tracking down the enemy because they love it. A little 
under five feet and very dark, these aborigines from Borneo 
have a long hole in the lobe of the car, which hangs down 
more than an inch. Tlicir coal-black hair is never cut and they 
roll it up under their caps. An officer asked one of the trackers 
to remove his cap and his hair fell do^vn in waves over his 
shoulders. 

Malcolm MacDonald expressed his particular enthusiasm 
for the Borneo trackers. “Tliey make fine soldiers,” he said. 
“Tliey have superb skill and matchless courage. Tliey can track 
an enemy through any jungle in Malaya.” Tlic Commissioner 
General has been more honored than any other man in history 
by the British Borneo tribes. 1 found out one of the reasons. 
In addition to his natural gifts for getting along with people, 
he is a Scot and he always wears his plaid kilts when he goes to 
Borneo—“to show them, you know, that I am a tribesman 
too,” he explains. 

All these soldiers are proud of the job they are doing and 
the captain of the company of the 1st Suffolk Regiment, 
which was on review, sent to his tent for a Communist flag. 
With a good deal of pride he told how his men had eaptured 
that flag from a group of bandits they had fought and killed 
just a few days ago. He was, he said, proud to present it to me 
as a souvenir to show they were giving the bandits a beating. 

Tire Gurkha Signal Training Wing was something new. For 
many years the Gurkhas have been superb soldiers with a tradi¬ 
tion of service in the British Army. Most of them arc unable to 
write their own language, and they know no English. For 
this reason, it has been necessary in recent years to put an 
English platoon or company into a Gurkha regiment to operate 
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communications with the rest of the army—an expensive and 
cumbersome procedure since the Gurkhas have their own tribal 
habits and their own religious practices affecting food. 

One British officer got the idea that this was a lot of non¬ 
sense: the thing to do was to teach the Gurkhas English and 
then to teach them how to handle and operate radio. Every¬ 
body else said this was impossible. He replied that the 
present setup was impossible and got permission to try. He 
was right. 

Tlic brightest young Gurklias were selected and they took 
eagerly to this novel training. First they were taught to write 
their own language; then they were taught English. We visited 
one class of twenty Gurkhas where a young English sergeant 
was giving the English course, standing in front of a man, 
pointing to his nose, and saying, “Is this my nose?” From the 
intent little Gurkha came the prompt answer in quite beautiful 
English with a decidedly British accent: “Yes, that is your 
nose.” llien the sergeant moved to the next man and, point¬ 
ing to his own shirt, said: “Is this your shirt?” "ITic Gurkha 
answered: “No, that is not my shirt. 'Pliat is your shirt.” The 
sergeant told us that in a few weeks he graduates his classes 
speaking completely w'orkablc English. 

In another room Gurkhas wearing earphones were sitting 
tensely in front of radios, adjusting the sets and sending mes¬ 
sages back and forth to each other in their new halting but 
good English, while outside a graduating class was rigging 
wireless field equipment. The experiment was a success. From 
now on the Gurkhas will have their own English-speaking 
units in the field, able to communicate directly with all of 
their comrades-in-arms. Wliile the government forces could 
not trust the telephone for secret messages, they still could 
use tlie radio because for some reason the bandits thus far 
appeared to have none. 
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I had heard a great deal about Sir Henry Gurney, the High 
Commissioner for the Federated States of Malaya. His repu¬ 
tation as an administrator and his wide experience in the 
delicate relations with Asian peoples gave him unusual quali¬ 
fications for his difficult role, which combined the functions 
of a governor general, liaison man between the sultans of the 
Malay States, sponsor of the developing self-rule of a mixed 
and illiterate people, and commander in chief during bitter 
revolutionary warfare. 

I had also, of course, heard a good deal about General Briggs, 
whose plan was having such a profound effect upon the terri¬ 
tory and was being copied in other countries, including Indo- 
China and to some extent the Philippines. Both men were at 
luncheon in Kuala Lumpur at King’s House, as the residence 
of the High Commissioner is called. It also turned out to be 
a welcome-home luncheon for Lady Gurney, who had just 
returned after a year at home in England. The Minister of 
Education and his wife, both Ceylonese, were there and I was 
impressed not only with their charm but with the size of the 
diamond implanted in the left side of the wife’s nose and the 
red spot in the center of her forehead, indicating her Hindu 
caste. All of these people, British, Malay, Chinese, Indian, and 
Ceylonese were living on terms of cordial, easy social relations, 
working toward a common objective under the terrible tensions 
of guerrilla w'arfare. “We have many things to do,” Sir Henry 
said during luncheon, “but the most important is to show 
the people that we have a better way than the bandits can offer. 
I believe we are doing it. One example is our new technical 
school here in Kuala Lumpur. It’s the best in Southeast Asia. 
Already a number of the surrendered bandits have graduated 
from the school to become successful artisans and fine citizens. 

“We’re not using our schools for propaganda; we’re just 
giving training and education, letting the opportunities of 
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freedom speak for themselves. Good future leadership for 
Malaya is eoming along and we are eneouraging Malayan 
political leaders to lead. I believe wc arc making great progress 
toward self-rule for Malaya within the British Common¬ 
wealth.” 

Two months later the headlines blazoned the assassination 
of Sir Henry Gurney on a highway outside Kuala Lumpur. He 
was ambushed by the bandits on the same road wc had traveled 
the day we were together. His driver was killed by the first 
volley. Mortally wounded, Sir Henry pushed his wife to the 
floor of the car and staggered down the road, deliberately 
drawing fire away from her until he fell dead. 

In the face of every kind of danger, including the assassina¬ 
tion of managers, foremen, and workers in the rubber planta¬ 
tions and the tin mines, the work of the world goes ahead in 
Malaga, producing the rubber and tin that the world so des¬ 
perately needs. 'Hie private armies required for the defense of 
the plantation workers arc exceedingly costly. One man told 
me that he had to leave a thousand acres of rubber completely 
untapped in order to remove his workers to a safe area for 
their own protection. A Chinese operator of a small plantation 
told me that the bandits had slashed and thereby destroyed 
a hundred acres of newly grown, untapped rubber trees. It 
takes seven years to grow a rubber tree and one slash with a 
jungle knife destroys it. Tlie cost of Malayan rubber and tin 
includes the blood of the men who are turning it out. 

Tlie rubber and tin producers were outraged by the harsh 
words hurled at them bv a United States Senate Committee 

j 

and by officials of the Government of the United States. They 
were accused of withholding rubber and tin from the world 
market; of being a cartel; of attempting to wring an exorbitant 
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profit from the needs of the world; and of price-fixing. When 
I saw their representatives, they presented a vigorous defense, 
pointing out that inflation had multiplied the price of rice 
to their workers eight times over and that wages today were 
five to eight times higher than those paid before World War 
II. Tlicy presented statistics to show that many other com¬ 
modities had gone up from two to five times as much as rubber 
and tin, yet those commodities were raised in free areas where 
it w'as not necessary to maintain private armies to protect the 
workers or to build new villages to give them safe housing. 
Tlicrc is a full, open rubber and tin market at Singa])orc where 
the world’s buyers and sellers meet; no man or group could fix 
the prices—only a government. 'Iliey also pointed out forcibly 
that none of them had withheld produce from the market or 
could afford to do so. A new factor had recently intervened. A 
few Communist agents had infiltrated among Malay and Chi¬ 
nese workers, e.xhorting them to demand fantastic increases in 
wages under pain of death. ITicse new tactics by the Commu¬ 
nists were successful on many of the small plantations owned 
by Chinese and Malay operators and it was anticipated that 
the techniques would be expanded throughout Malaya. 

One semiofficial report indicates that in just six months the 
bandits in one state collected, by extortion and the sale of 
stolen rubber and tin, three hundred thousand Singapore dol¬ 
lars or about one hundred thousand American dollars. 

Tlie producers complain that they arc being condemned by 
people in America who know little about the conditions in 
Malaya and nothing at all about the production of tin and 
rubber. 

I also met with the Americans who buy the rubber and tin. 
Tlicy took a middle position, that costs had increased heavily 
and they thought that some place in between the demagogic 
positions taken by some leaders of our government and the 
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producers of Malaya was the right one. One thing everyone 
agreed on: the fervid and extreme language used by the Ameri¬ 
can politicians in denouncing the producers in Malaya and 
Indonesia had done our relations with those countries great 
damage. I think there must be some more respectable way of 
solving complex economic problems than by long-distance 
name-calling. 

All factions, including our oum American economic experts, 
agreed on one other conclusion; the Communists have failed 
in their prime objective of starving out the people of Malava. 
Tliey have forced an increase in costs but they have failed in 
their attempt to wreck production. Tliey arc dealing with men 
wiio arc braver than they arc and wiio will stick to their jobs 
even though sudden death may be the penaltv. 

In all the Pacific, genuine nationalism is mildest in Malaya 
and Singapore. Yet no flat statement, even this one, is wholly 
true. Tlicre is a definite movement for self-government in 
Malaya but it is restrained by a strange combination of cir¬ 
cumstances. One is that the Malays arc a minority in Malaya. 
Tlic Malay is quiet, peace-loving, and not particularly ambi¬ 
tious; he is not politically inclined by nature and he gives his 
allegiance to the sultan of his state rather than to the abstract 
concept of a federal go\’crnment. An ever increasing group 
of educated and progressive Malays w^ould like to sec a govern¬ 
ment of their own but they are acutely afraid that the equally 
numerous Chinese, who are more hard-working and prosper¬ 
ous, would control it. The Chinese already run the business of 
the country, lire Malays do not want to sec the Chinese also 
run the politics. 

At the end of the war the British took a long step toward 
self-government for Malaya by setting up a Malayan Union 
in which they gave the Chinese substantially equal representa- 
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tion. This aroused the political consciousness of the Malays 
for the first time and they vigorously opposed the new constitu¬ 
tion; they were glad to have self-government but not on equal 
tenus with the Chinese. Under the leadership of Dato Onn bin 
Jaa’afar, Chief Minister of Johorc, they succeeded in persuad¬ 
ing the British to change the constitution so as to give the 
Malays a preferred position in their own country. As a result, 
British schools, civil service, and political policies have tended 
to favor the native Malay over the Chinese immigrant. 

"lliis, in turn, aroused the Chinese. Tliough they had always 
regarded themselves as overseas Chinese, with little interest in 
local politics, now they took a vigorous interest out of resent¬ 
ment at the effort of the British to develop Malay leadership. 
With the Malays enjojing a preferred position, the Chinese 
sought equality. Trying to confer self-government is a complex 
business and the British have a thorny problem on their hands 
with no group having a majority and each jealous of the other. 

Even this picture is not entirely accurate because among 
the Chinese community I met a number who scorned the 
idea that they are overseas Chinese; they proudly point out 
that their families have lived in Malaya or Singapore for four, 
five, or six generations. Sir Ham Hoe Lim, member of the 
Executive Council of Singapore, thinks he is just as good a 
British subject as the Prime Minister of England himself. 
He has a right to those sentiments. While the British who 
were interned in the war were treated reasonably well, the 
Japanese inflicted typical oriental cruelties upon some of their 
Asian prisoners and the dread torture known as “the water 
cure” w'as administered to Sir Ham while he was a prisoner. No 
information was ever wrung from him and his loyalty remained 
unshaken; after tlie war he was knighted by tlic King for his 
heroism. 

Tlic leader of the Chinese movement for self-government 
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and equality of treatment is Dato Tan Cheng Lock, an enthu¬ 
siastic, charming, and vigorous businessman. I saw a good deal 
of him and was greatly impressed by his point of view. His 
Avritings, aaIucIi he presented to me, portray a remarkably 
mature and unselfish political outlook. For example, in an ad¬ 
dress to tbc Mala5-an Chinese Association, he frankly said: 

“It is higli time that the people of Malaya became inter¬ 
ested in Malayan politics. However a man may think he is 
uninterested in polities, the practice of politics will not be 
uninterested in him. \^'^c all must pull our weight or we shall 
most assuredly be pulled. 

“It is the polic)' of the Association to interest itself actively 
in hel])ing to solve the social problems affecting the Chine.se 
in Mala\'a including those arising out of the prevailing slate 
of emergency. All in this country must learn to become Ma¬ 
layans first. Racialism is a myth, and a dangerous myth. It 
is a cloak for selfish economic aims which in its uncloaked 
nakedness would look ugly enough, llic secret of life is bal¬ 
ance; the body must be in balance. The mind must be in 
balance. Tlic community must be in balance.” 

Dato Tan has been a leader in the figlit against Communism 
and has vigorously siq^portcd the action of the government in 
moving the squatters into protected compounds. He took 
sharp issue with an official statement of the American Govern¬ 
ment which said that the overseas Chinese were “soft” and 
a source of weakness in the fight against Communism because 
of their strong racial feelings and ties to their homeland. 
Indignantly denying this, Dato Tan made a major speech on 
May 16, 1951, saying of his fellow Chinc.se in Malaya: “Tliey 
have proved to be on the whole excellent, peace-loving, loyal 
and law-abiding citizens, respecting the rights of the other 
nationalities wherever they have settled down in the Pacific. 
Their economic efficiency and relative prosperity, resulting 
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solely from their indefatigable industry, thrift and business 
aeumen have generated some feeling of jealousy and resent¬ 
ment amongst other peoples whieh has shown itself in anti- 
Chinese sentiment. 

“Ten million overseas Chinese outside China in South East 
Asia should be well treated and not discriminated against. 
Tliey should be encouraged to throw in their lot with the 
peoples of the respective territories in which they have settled, 
so that they may become a living proof to the Chinese in Com¬ 
munist China of the superiority of free enterprise, social 
order and the western democratic way of life, and a standing 
object lesson to them demonstrating the evils of tyrannical 
Communist rule in the countries within the Soviet orbit so 
destructive of human dignity and liberty. Only in this way 
can Communism be defeated and Russian Imperialism foiled. 

“'Flic GovernmenI of Makna in particular should embark 
upon a S}stematie campaign to tell the peoples of Malaya the 
truth about the inevitability of the coming defeat of Commu¬ 
nism both as a social ideal and in other respects.” 

llic result of all this is that the British find themselves rvith 
mature, loyal leaders of the two dominant grou]rs, the Malays 
and the Chinese; but their points of view conflict so sharply 
that, so long as the British try to advance the Malays to self- 
goveniment of their own country', they encourage Communist 
sentiment among the Chinese. All this is further complicated 
by a third major political group—the Indians. Ibcy arc the 
smallest, comprising only about ten per cent of the population, 
but they arc the most active politically. \Vlien the British, in 
advancing sclf-go\'crnmcnt for Singapore, ordered its first elec¬ 
tion, they were astonished to find that, although the popu¬ 
lation is eighty per cent Chinese, a large proportion of the 
members elected to the Singapore Parliament were Indian. 
The simple answer was that the Indians turned out to vote 
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and the Chinese and the Malays did not. As a result, for the 
appointive places in the Parliament, the Governor General, 
Sir Franklin Gimson, had to appoint representatives of the two 
other groups to provide a balanee. 

Caught among the conflicting racial groups, the British, 
nevertheless, have a great asset in the fact that over the een- 
turies they have governed Singapore and Malaya exceedingly 
well. Tliere is general agreement that there is no basie hostility 
against the British on the part of the native populations; on 
the eontrary, there is a high degree of loyalty to the British 
Crown. Within that loyalty the problems of self-government 
are being solved in friendly fashion. At a small luncheon with 
Malcolm MacDonald, I found that Sir Ham, Dato Onn, Dato 
Tan, and R. Jumabliey, the Indian leader, could discuss with 
me freely, without heat and on the friendliest basis, the prob¬ 
lems they were struggling to solve. 

Meanwhile, guerrilla activity presents a constant danger. 
All groups agreed that if the power of government were 
dropped too suddenly into the hands of the people they would 
collapse under the burden and the Communists would take 
over. All agreed, too, that w'hatcvcr form of local government 
came about must be evolutionary and within the Asian tradi¬ 
tion. 

At Singapore I had a chance to bring into focus a great many 
conversations with overseas Chinese about their fundamental 
feeling toward China. It was true that most of them have no 
philosophical opposition to Communism and regard it with 
rather a detached view as being nothing more than another 
economic system which can scarcely be any worse than others 
China has experienced. Their indifference was shaken by Mao 
Tse-tung’s armed intervention against America and the United 
Nations in Korea; the crushing taxes imposed by the Reds 
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upon both businessmen and peasants alike; then by the brutal 
purges, followed by the campaign of systematic extortion from 
the overseas Chinese. ITicse developments moved a large ma¬ 
jority of the overseas Chinese definitely against the Red regime. 
While some still insist that there must be “a third force,” 
most agree that Chiang Kai-shek is the only symbol of I'rce 
China and that he should be supported. 

I’hc real paradox is that the British throughout the Pacific, 
when they take their hair dowm and talk frankly, arc sympa¬ 
thetic to Chiang Kai-shek, although their government recog¬ 
nizes the Reds; while quite a number of the Americans are 
hostile to Chiang, though our government has refused to rec¬ 
ognize the Reds. 

When I went to the American Consulate General for my 
conference with our Singapore staff I found that every chair in 
the United States Information Service was occupied; everyone 
agreed that they could fill a reading room many times as large 
for twenty-four hours of the day. American magazines, periodi¬ 
cals, and technical books are devoured avidly by people of all 
ages and of every' race of Asia, in their search for information 
as they come up the ladder of independence. 

It was at this meeting that a letter was delivered to me 
from a local Indian justice of the peace in which he enclosed 
a two-wcck-old front jiage of the Singapore Straits 'Times 
dated Thursday, July 19, 1951. At the top of the page, occupy¬ 
ing the center four columns, was a photograph of hchneted 
troops holding back a crowd of rioters, in the disgraceful dem¬ 
onstration at Cicero, Illinois. Over the photograph was a four- 
column streamer reading: “And all this because a Negro rented 
a flat.” It was an Associated Press picture, carrying a caption 
which read: “Steel-helmeted police and guardsmen were called 
out recently to deal with a mob of more than 4,000 who dem- 
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onstratcd in the all-w'lntc Chicago suburb, where a Negro 
family rented an apartment. When the Negro family moved 
in, anti-Negro demonstrations started almost immediately. 
Tlic family’s furniture was thrown out of the windows and 
trampled upon. Police cars were smashed and five bombs were 
thrown into the flat.” 'I'he shameful episode had happened 
weeks before but the Straits Times gave half of the top of their 
front jxigc to it when the picture arrived in Singapore. 

Tlie Indian justice of the peace who sent it asked in scathing 
terms how America could pretend to stand for freedom and 
democracy while colored people were treated this way in our 
countr)’. 1 could understand his point of view; but the treat¬ 
ment of the story in Singapore made me completely furious. 
It had received prominent play here in the United States iind 
rightly so. It was an isolated incident, thoroughly disgrace¬ 
ful, and should have been publicized to hold up to shame and 
public scorn all those involved. But in Singapore, with its 
mi.\ed population, not one per cent of which was white, that 
picture, weeks old, was treated by the British-owned news¬ 
paper as the biggest news from the entire world on that day. 

It gave the deliberate impression to these proud and sensi¬ 
tive yellow and dark-skinned people that all Americans treat 
all dark-skinned people that w'ay. It seemed to me to be a 
deliberate propaganda attack against America. 

Our consulate staff was equally furious and they advanced 
the interesting theory that this kind of journalistic horseplay 
was the result of British policy. Tliey believed that it was not 
current policy but said that in the old days the British had 
preferred to keep Singapore free of all non-British influence 
and it had been a subtle policy to disparage other nations 
whenever possible. Tire USIS people said that they had 
checked and found that our American wire services, the Asso¬ 
ciated Press and the United Press, had formerly never sent out 
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that kind of news to countries where it would do us such 
damage; but the competing British Reuters Agency did send 
the stories and the AP and the UP were finally forced to send 
them in order to compete. Moreover, our Americans found 
that the two British newspapers in Singapore had a standing 
order for the fullest report of any racial disorder in the United 
States. 

lliat night the members of the fledgling Parliaments of 
Singapore and Malaya were holding the first joint dinner in 
their histor}' for me. I had intended discussing world affairs 
but this Cicero incident so thoroughly outraged me that I 
proposed to the people in our American Consulate that I 
speak on this subject in blunt and strong language. They were 
enthusiastic. I told the story to Sir Franklin, who was also out¬ 
raged. He w'as positive no such British policy had ever existed 
and concluded that it was an aberration of the local English- 
language newspapers. 

When I told the story to Malcolm MacDonald at lunch 
that day he was equally disturbed, assuring me that in his 
official capacity he could make the flat statement that there 
was no such British policy and never had been. He said it was 
wholly the fault of the local newspapers, which were looking 
for cireulation out of sensational stories, and urged: “Make 
the speech and make it in the strongest language possible.” 

Tire dinner was held at an attractive resort hotel out on the 
end of Singapore Island. Tire sides of the dining room were 
open and the cooling breezes of the evening made it temper¬ 
ate and pleasant. The table was in the shape of a hollow 
rectangle with everyone facing the center under a curious 
conical-shaped ceiling. As I moved around before dinner I 
noticed that I was hearing conversations but could not see the 
speakers. Tire manager explained that the acoustics of the 
ceiling were such that, wherever one sat, even a whisper on one 
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side of the table could be heard clearly at the exact opposite 
side. I was quite careful of my dinner-table conversation as a 
result. 

In the tradition of the British Parliamentary Association, 
the dinner was exclusively confined to the members of the two 
Parliaments and their invited guests; no husbands, no wives, 
and no press. Ihere were some forty members present, of every 
race and color, including four w'omen. nic Indian lady mem¬ 
ber was an active political leader here in Singapore and bore 
the sj'mbols of her own native culture, the diamond in her 
nose and the caste mark on her forehead; the Chinese lady 
member of the Parliament was a social worker; the men in¬ 
cluded doctors, merchants, teachers, a tin miner, and a rubber 
grower. Tliey represented the two experiments in parliamen¬ 
tary government which were being conducted almost under 
Communist guns amidst one of the most thoroughly mixed 
populations in the world. ^V’’e talked of many things, including 
the desperately high prevalence of tuberculosis, estimated at 
nearly eighty per cent in some sections of the city. 

After Malcolm MacDonald had given the courtesy toast 
to the President of the United States, I gave the toast to the 
King; then the Governor General, Sir Franklin, rose and de¬ 
livered a short and exceedingly gracious speech of w'cleome, 
ending with the customary toast to the guest. 

I replied extemporaneously with a number of pleasantries 
and then delivered my speech. I spoke first of the importance 
of Southeast Asia in the free world and then of my admiration 
for the courage with which my hosts were proceeding to pro¬ 
duce the goods the world needed so much and for the patience 
with which they were developing responsible self-government. 
Tlien I continued: 

“For these reasons it is appalling to find barriers built 
against a mutual understanding of the social and economic 
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conditions in our respective countries. It is, of course, a faet 
that trouble makes news and peace and progress make no head¬ 
lines. Yet this does not seem to me to excuse the fact that so 
much distortion is laid before the people by media of public 
opinion. 

“I-'or example, I am shocked to find that an incident of 
racial prejudice, involving a few hundred people out of a na¬ 
tion of 150,000,000 is front-jiage news in Singapore and else¬ 
where and is considered worthy of a four-column photograph 
on the front page of a newspaper. 

“lliere is no excuse for an incident of racial or religious or 
national abuse by one group of another. But to present the 
occurrence of such an incident as the major news from the 
United States on any one day is shocking and grossly mislead¬ 
ing. What is wholly ignored is that the incident shocked the 
public conscience, was abhorrent to all our people and was 
both vigorously suppressed and prosecuted by the public au¬ 
thorities. lliis is the true reflection of the American point of 
view, which I find entirely omitted. 

“A major jioint of Communist propaganda has been this 
distortion of life in the United States and Ihe claim that the 
rare incident of ruffianism represents anything basic in our 
country. It is just as false as would be the claim that a water- 
front braw'l between two sailors in Singapore was a true pic¬ 
ture of life in this delightful and harmonious colony. 

“Of course the simple fact is that in the United States every 
race, every color and every religion have mingled. . . . 

“Such ancient prejudices as linger in some sections are 
dwindling and I venture the prophecy that when the 
eighty-eight years since the Emancipation Proclamation have 
stretched to the century mark the ugly concept of discrimina¬ 
tion will have been extinguished. . . . 

“We in America are not free of our own misconceptions. 
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It is unfortunate that we hear more of the troubles with Com¬ 
munist brigands in the Philippines, in Viet Nam, in Malaya, 
and in Indonesia, than we do of the broad constrnetivc social 
and economic progress which is being made. I hope to do my 
own share in presenting that fuller, more rounded picture 
which is essential to the basic unity of free men everywhere, 

“We can only escape the tyranny of ignorance and force by 
a firm resolve to know and understand each other.” 

I explained that in New York State we had banned by law 
discrimination in employment, education, or in places of pub¬ 
lic accommodation on grounds of race, color, creed, or na¬ 
tional origin; that the law had achieved wide acceptance 
among our people and had been copied by many other states. 
No good American, I pointed out, felt anything but shame 
over the remaining evidences of discrimination, and despite 
them, we were waging an ever more successful battle against 
intolerance of all kinds. Meanwhile, to present America as a 
basically intolerant countiy' was a denial of the basic truth 
upon which the nation was founded. 

After the dinner we broke up into small groups and talked 
of the problems of Malaya, Singapore, and the free world far 
into the night. 

Sir Franklin and Lady Gimson were reluctantly looking for¬ 
ward to retirement at the end of December, since Sir Franklin 
reached sixty in the year 1951. Lady Gimson was already pack¬ 
ing for their final return to Britain after their thirty years in 
colonial service. It was not a cheerful prospect because the 
pension is not large. However, each of their daughters was mar¬ 
ried and expecting a baby and they were both anxious to be 
home to see their grandchildren for the first time. 

Singapore will miss Sir Franklin Gimson. A sturdy colonial 
administrator, he is an equally stout advocate of the develop- 
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mcnt of self-government for native peoples as rapidly as 
possible. He is blunt and the people understand him. He is 
one of the British officials who was outspoken in his disap¬ 
proval of recognition of Red China. I said: “You tell me you 
have made your opinion clear in the official conferences, do 
you mind if I quote you?” 

“Not at all,” he replied. “It is imperative that the Free Chi¬ 
nese forces be strengthened to prevent the Reds from moving 
into Indo-China, after which they would have Burma and 
Thailand. Wc can defend Malaya but the loss of those coun¬ 
tries would be very serious to the world.” 

After what I had seen, I w-as sure that Malaya would be 
defended—for a while; but I thought that if the other coun¬ 
tries fell Malaya would be dead spiritually. Tlicrc is a limit to 
how long people can resist if the world around them falls. 

I was sorr)’ to say good-by to Malcolm MacDonald. It 
seemed to me that wc had known each other for years. 'Flie 
quiet of his judgments, combined with his human warmth 
for cverjone from Borneo head-hunters to Chinese philoso¬ 
phers wns deeply appealing. Wfficn the Conservative Govern¬ 
ment wns clecled in the fall, I had a strong temptation to 
convey privately the hope that his learning and flexible skill 
would not be withdrawn from this crisis area. But propriety 
prevailed and I kept my nose out of Britain’s affairs. So far, 
however, he is still Commissioner General in Southeast Asia. 
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Indonesia 


llie immense tracts of unoccupied or thinly peopled territo¬ 
ries in Sumatra, Borneo, and the numerous islands scattered 
over the arcliipelago, may be able to receive colonics, arts, 
and civilization from the metropolis of the Indian seas 
[Java]. Commercial intercourse, friendly relations, or polit¬ 
ical institutions may bind these dispersed communities into 
one great insular commonwealth. Its trade and naxagatioii 
might connect the center of this great empire with Japan, 
China, and the southwestern countries of Asia/' 

From dhc llistoiy of [ava, 
by Sir I'honms Siam ford Raffles, 
iSiy 


D 

JAKARTA, capital of the Republic of Indonesia, was dif¬ 
ferent from any other city wc visited. Just as Saigon is an Asian 
Paris, so Djakarta looks like an Asian Ainstcrdani. Solid, 
chunky Dutch architecture dominates the scene, and the wide 
canals which flow through the streets of the city liave strong, 
slanting banks pa\'cd with stone. 

Close up, the face of Asia thrusts through the demure Dutch 
fagade. Dutch architecture has been sharply modified by the 
need for ventilation in this eternally hot tropical climate and 
the sides of most of the buildings are open to catch the breeze. 
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Old-fashioned Dutch streetcars wath trailers that would fit 
the needs of Amsterdam seem slightly scandalized as they 
clang furiously through the swarms of pedicabs, bicycles, auto¬ 
mobiles, and trucks. Unlike the trolley conductors in Holland, 
tlic government employees who run the streetcars make no 
serious effort in the rush hours to collect fares from the throng¬ 
ing passengers who fill the cars, stand on the platforms, and 
hang onto the stc]rs. Tlie trolleys are typical of the whole city, 
crowded, disorderly, insecure. Tliis already overcrowded city 
had been immclatcd by contemporary Asia’s endless stream of 
refugees, .some seeking security from the troubled countryside, 
some looking for work, others for education. '^Tliere was an 
acute shortage of water and the power shortage was so serious 
that every' night large areas of the city were entirely cut off 
from electricity for many hours. 

A few 3'ears before the war Batavia, now renamed Djakarta, 
was a trim and orderly cit\'. Today, with no increase in basic 
services or utilities, it has six times as many people—2,000,000 
instead of 500,000—with only twice as many houses. Pouring 
into tlic capital from all over the archipelago, tragic refugees 
from hunger and banditr}' live three or four families to one 
small tile and bamboo house, in one-ear garages, in jerrv'-built 
shacks, in the streets, in the gutters, and in every' alley. 

The Dutch canals have gone completely native. Half filled 
yUth turgid, brorym, sluggish yvatcr, they serve as bathroom, 
laundry, and sewage disposal for the vast population. Ihey 
reminded me of Mark Twain’s comment on the healing pow¬ 
ers of the sacred river Ganges; the water, he remarked, yvas so 
dirty that it killed the germs. 

Our 482-milc ffight from Singapore across the equator to 
Djakarta was one of fabulous beauty. Rarely out of sight of 
land, our course took us over the luxuriant jungles and planta¬ 
tions of the west coast of Sumatra and countless smaller is- 
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lands. Every shade of blue and green shone beneath us in the 
ever changing waters of the South China Sea. 

I happened to be in the co-pilot’s seat fifty miles out of 
Singapore as we formally checked out of the closely guarded 
Jlritish air screen and made our first contact with the airport 
at Djakarta. “You will check in with us at exactly one hundred 
miles out,” came the harsh, almost hostile tones of the con¬ 
trol tower; “we know your course and wc will watch yon on 
radar. Report yonr progress regularly as you approach.” Ilie 
grim business of twenty-four-hour defense against possible air 
attack goes on throughout the Pacific on air fields stretching 
from Japan to Australia. 

Curving up from the south around the west coast of Singa¬ 
pore and Malaya, the vast island of Sumatra is over a llioirsand 
miles long. With a total area greater than tliat of California 
and with about the same population, Sumatra is the largest of 
the islands which make up the former Dutch East Indies, the 
spice islands Columbus was seeking when he bumped into 
America. 

East of Sumatra lies the i.sland of Java, six hundred and fifty 
miles long—as far as from New York City to Indianapolis— 
with a population of 50,000,000. Almost the exact size of 
Alabama, it has a population equal to that of I'rancc, with an 
average of one thousand people to each square mile of the 
island. It is the most densely populated area of the world. 
Sumatra and Java are only two of the great islands of this 
amazing amphibious Republic with its ■743,000 square miles 
of territory and 79,000,000 people. 

We were met at the Djakarta airport by Merle Cochran, 
United States Ambassador to Indonesia. lie is a short, round 
billikin of a man, cordial, jovial, and relaxed. As we drove into 
the city together he described its various sections and buildings 
in the matter-of-fact way of a native, with a lively sense of 
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humor and a wholly realistic understanding of the problems 
of this jammed and confused community, llic quite imposing 
Embassy Residence revealed a good deal about our liost. It is 
a stately white two-story house with a wide terrace in front 
and is surrounded by spacious grounds. No guards were in 
evidence and there is no fence around it. It faces a public park 
and diagonally across from it arc a Dutch church and a Ma¬ 
sonic "Icmplc. Acquired after the war, the house was stripped 
and in run-down condition; Ambassador Cochran was forced 
to refurnish it from top to bottom, mostly with furniture he 
had collected in the course of his many years as a State Depart¬ 
ment career man. 

Usaw, the Number One boy, was on the job to take our lug¬ 
gage to our rooms. lie wus bright-eyed, about five feet tall, 
brown-skinned and intelligent; he knew^ his business, and 
though he spoke little English, he took very good care of us 
indeed. Dressed in a clean wiiite cotton shirt and trousers, he 
w^as barefoot but I never saw^ him without his black fez, an In¬ 
donesian adaptation without tassel or otiicr ornament. He and 
the other household help w^erc Moslems, and wiiile they may 
violate the strict laws of the Prophet by smoking, they arc 
faithful in observing tlic Koran^s injunction against alcohol. 

Despite the impressive appearance of the Residence from 
the outside, there are actually only three bedrooms, and Paul 
Lockwood and I filled up the house. Bctw^ccn my bedroom 
and the Ambassador's arc his study and tlie telephone. Since 
no one in the house but the Ambassador speaks English, he 
answers his owm telephone. W^icthcr it is a drunken sailor on 
the waterfront, an exchange student wanting to give him a 
little free advice on an American foreign policy, or a member 
of the government, he is likely to find his call answered by the 
Ambassador of the United States. 

There were two spacious bathrooms on the second floor and 
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Paul Lockwood and I shared the use of the one at our end of 
the hall. The water heater was a little dangerous and nobody 
ever uses it to make hot water. My first lesson in Indonesia was 
to follow the Ambassador’s advice in taking a Dutch bath. 
Two small square stone tubs filled with eold water are 
against one wall. Tlie technique is to stand next to the tub 
and take a shower by pouring buckets of water over yourself. I 
found that with two or three buckets of water I was wet 
enough for soaping; three or four more buckets washed off 
the soap, the water running dowm a drain in the middle of the 
tiled floor. All in all, it was a very satisfactory bath for a tropi¬ 
cal climate. 

Our host had violated all local traditions by installing 
screens in the windows of the three bedrooms. Screens are 
generally believed to interfere wath the daytime flow of air 
through the house and at night it is the custom to close the 
windows and sleep under a mosquito net. A desire for fresh 
air in the tropical night, without mosquitoes in the room, is 
regarded as strictly an American eccentricity. 

'Ihe ground floors of homes are commonly wide open at all 
times and the spacious, lovely rooms of the Embassy Residence 
conformed to the local practice. Tliere were shutters which 
could be closed for the night or to keep out driving rain, but 
they were open all the time we were there, with birds occa¬ 
sionally flying through and the neighbors’ cat wandering into 
the house each night in search of a succulent lizard. 

Two hundred members of the government, the American 
business community, and the diplomatic corps had been in¬ 
vited to the Ambassador’s welcoming reception and I was 
thoroughly bewildered by the new set of names I had to leam. 
Japanese names had seemed a bit hard at first and Korean 
names a little harder. Tlic Chinese and Philippine names were 
not particularly difficult but the problem increased as I went 



292 Journey to the Far Pacific 

through Hong Kong, Viet Nam, Cambodia, and Malaya. Now 
all of that had been child’s play. Tlie names of a few of the 
invited guests at the reception, indicating by their length some¬ 
thing of their family distinction, were as follows: 

Dr. Sukiman Wirjosandjojo—Prime Minister 
Dr. Achmad Subardjo—Minister for Foreign Affairs 
Dr. Iskaq Tjokrohadisurjo—Minister of Interior 
Dr. Jusuf Wibisono—Minister of Finance 
Dr. ULar Bratakusumah—Minister of Public Works 
Mr. I. Tcdjasukmana—Minister of Labor 

Tliis was pretty tough, even for a boy bom in Owosso, Shia¬ 
wassee County, Michigan. 

The Dutch had ruled these fabtilously rich islands for three 
and a half centuries with a generally benevolent but iron hand. 
Tins rule had been interrupted only tv^ice; by a curious stroke 
of fortune the first interruption may have saved the United 
States in the War of 1812; the second interruption saved Aus¬ 
tralia and New Zealand in W'^orld War II. 

Betweeti 1811 and 1816, during the Napoleonic w'ars, the 
British occupied the Dutch East Indies. If the British had not 
been spread out all over the world fighting France and the 
Netherlands while she was also fighting the War of 1812 with 
the fledgling American Republic, we might well have lost. 
Even so, the War of 1812 was a stalemate but because of the 
British commitments elsewhere in the world, including the 
Dutch East Indies, we negotiated a successful settlement, win¬ 
ning most of our objectives through the Treaty of Ghent in 
1814. 

One hundred twenty-eight years later, in 1942, the Japanese 
overran the islands. We since have learned that they intended 
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to by-pass the Dutch East Indies and occupy Australia, which 
they expected to accomplish without difficulty. Tire Japanese 
heard, however, that the Dutch had large military forces on 
the island of Java which they did not dare leave behind them 
as a threat to their lines of sup23ly. The Dutch did have large 
forces—but what the Jai^ancsc didn’t know was that they were 
mostly untrained civilians in uniform. When I met the director 
of the Bogor Botanical Gardens, a middle-aged man who had 
never carried a gun in his life, he told me how he, like every 
other Dutchman able to walk, had suddenly found himself in 
the army when the war broke out. Tire Dutch did it partly in 
the hope of creating the illusion of a large army to keep the 
Jaixmcse away, and partly to give their civilians the status of 
military prisoners of war if the islands should be taken. 
Alarmed by the apparent size of the Dutch Army, the Japanese 
changed their plans and attacked Java first, with considerable 
resulting delay in the Japanese attack on Australia. The delay 
gave us and the Australians the precious time needed to build 
up the military and naval forces which saved Australia when 
the Jajjanese later attacked. 

During the occupation of the East Indies, the Japanese 
busily sowed their seeds of hatred for the white man, and 
though the population had no more use for their new con¬ 
querors than they had had for the Dutch, the seeds of national¬ 
ism took deep and effective root. Leadership for revolt against 
the Dutch was ready and w'aiting as soon as the Japanese 
evacuated the islands at the end of the war. In the 1920s the 
Dutch had started sending the brightest young Indonesians 
to Holland for higher education. When they returned home 
they began preaching to their countrymen the ideas of freedom 
and self-govcnimcnt they had learned from the Dutch. As they 
became too troublesome, one after another was sent by the 
Dutch colonial government into exile on small islands. Later, 
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the exiles became so numerous that the Dutch concentrated 
them all on one island. 

At the end of the war with Japan, this group announced the 
independence of the Dutch East Indies and proclaimed a 
republic under the name of the United States of Indonesia. 
Tlieir chosen leader was Sukanio, who has no known first 
name, as is not unusual in Indonesia. Tlic movement spread 
like wildfire among the people and thousands of tough fighting 
men, who had been trained in army groups by the Japanese or 
who had serv’ed as guerrillas against the Japanese, united in 
support of the new government. Even as the Dutch rcoccupicd 
their old capital, Batavia, and tried to restore their colonial 
government, the new Republic set up its headquarters at 
Jogjakarta behind the high mountain range of central Java. 
Tlic Dutch found it impossible to restore order and the broad 
popular support of the Nationalist mo\’cmcnt was so great 
that there were simply not enough men and resources in Hol¬ 
land to put down the Indonesian revolution. The inability of 
tire Dutch colonial administration to restore control, followed 
by the refusal of the Nationalist group to recognize the Dutch 
authority, came as a great and bitter shock to the people of the 
Netherlands. A large share of all of their overseas investments 
was involved in the East Indies. For three and a half centuries 
the Dutch had built up the productivity of the islands. Now 
all seemed in danger of being sw’cpt away. 

The Dutch could not abandon their centuries of investment 
and effort and withdraw; but neither could they stay. Finally 
a Good Offices Commission was established in the United Na¬ 
tions under the leadership of Merle Cochran, our present Am¬ 
bassador. The work of the commission dragged on month after 
month. Commission members and their technical staffs would 
spend three weeks in Batavia negotiating with the Dutch, then 
drive under heavy guard to Jogjakarta in the mountains to 
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negotiate for three weeks with the Nationalists. With points 
of view so far apart, peaeeful solutions seemed further and 
further away. 

Meanwhile, as the Dutch and Indonesian Republicans strug¬ 
gled for supremacy, the armed forces of Communist revolu¬ 
tionaries, with direction and support from Moscow, seized the 
opportunity to overthrow the Republican movement, convert¬ 
ing it into a Communist revolution. Moving with great vio¬ 
lence, they launched a campaign of military attack, assassina¬ 
tion, and sabotage, lliis assault strained the Jogjakarta 
government even more heavily than the attacks of the Dutch, 
for a time threatening to take control of Jogjakarta and the 
whole of the Republic. Slowly, after long, bitter fighting, the 
Republicans finally gained the upper hand and one after an¬ 
other of the Communist leaders was jailed or executed. In this 
effort the fledgling government almost exhausted itself, to the 
froint where it was existing under conditions of the most 
extreme privation. Many of its leaders were living in straw huts 
or out in the open with no shelter at all; many also were wear¬ 
ing untreated animal skins in the cool mountain climate; arms 
and ammunition were running desperately low and medical 
supjrlics were almost exhausted; there were no bandages at all 
in many areas and wounds were often wrapped in the leaves 
of banana trees with a resulting tragic death rate from infec¬ 
tion. 

In the face of apparently hopeless odds, the Nationalist 
leaders remained utterly indomitable. Most of them had spent 
the majority of their lives in exile, waiting, working, hoping for 
freedom for their country; at whatever cost now, they w^ould 
not settle for less than full independence. 

In December 1948, after the negotiations of the Good 
Offices Commission had dragged on month after month, the 
Dutch, despairing of a settlement, launched the Second Police 
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Action, a surprise parachute attack on Jogjakarta by the famous 
Amboncse colonial troops. Tlic .suddenness and vigor of the 
onset confounded the Nationalist defenders and overwhelmed 
them; their leaders were killed or captured as hundreds of 
innocent women and children were also killed despite the best 
efforts of the Dutch commander to control his wild and violent 
troops. 

With the leaders of the Republie in jail or dead, the Dutch 
seemed to be back in the driver’s seat. Tire Good OfHecs Com¬ 
mission was dissolved and Chainnan Cochran returned home 
prepared to take on his waiting assignment as Ambassador to 
the new government of Ceylon. 

But it was not to be. Tire old days of Westem imperialism 
simply could not be restored to an awakened and dctemiined 
land. Tbe Dutch made a monumental blunder in releasing the 
very Communist lenders whom the Nationalist Government 
had eaptured and imprisoned. Tlic Dutch also found that with 
the members of the Nationalist Government in jail they had 
more trouble on their hands than when they were free. Tlicy 
could not c\'cn negotiate with the Republicans, whose follow¬ 
ing was so great that, in jail, they proudly refused to talk with 
the Dutch until they were released and their government re¬ 
stored. Finally, as a result of the chaos in the islands and the 
pressure of world opinion, the Dutch released the leaders of the 
Republie, and restored Jogjakarta to their control so negotia¬ 
tions could be resumed. Ambassador Cochran was sent by the 
State Department to Tire Hague to lend his good offiecs in the 
new talks on this thorny problem. 

After a protraeted series of round-table conferences through 
most of the year, sovereignty was transferred to the new Re¬ 
public on December 27,1949. Dutch investments were guaran¬ 
teed and both nations were joined in a Nethcrlands-Indoncsian 
Union under the Dutch Crovni with an equal status for both. 
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One unfortunate legacy from this long struggle is that the 
members of the Indonesian Government arc suspicious and 
distrustful of all foreigners^ especially of the Dutch. Another 
unhappy legacy has been the continuation of the old Dutch 
colonial practice of censorship. All incoming and outgoing mail 
to Djakarta is carefully read by a government agent. Sometimes 
the censors don^t quite know the implications contained in a 
letter but they take no chances; if the letter seems to be against 
government policy, it is "‘lost'' and never reaches its destination. 

In bloodshed, confusion, and chaos this newest great nation 
on earth was born—the sixth largest of the world. Indonesia 
produces forty per cent of the world’s natural rubber, a large 
share of the world’s tin, and a great output of rice, coffee, 
pepper, tobacco, kapok, quinine, copra, and other agricultural 
wealth. In addition, it produces an increasing share of the 
world's oil and has large unexplored resources of coal. 

Tlic problems of the new government seemed unsurmount- 
able. The population of this rich area are called Indonesian but 
it is made up of people who differ greatly in language, custom, 
and cultural development. They range in color from light to 
dark, from primitive jungle tribes to the highly educated. 
Ninety per cent arc Moslems, with the balance divided among 
Christians, Buddhists, Brahmans, and pagans. Faced with 
problems that would stagger any nation, the new Indonesian 
Government insists on taking on more. 

For centuries the Dutch have occupied the western half of 
the vast island of New Guinea, which lies off the north coast 
of Australia, which administers the eastern half of the island. 
The Indonesians demand that the Dutch include West New 
Guinea, or Irian, as they have renamed it, in the grant of 
sovereignty, pointing out that for centuries the Dutch have 
taught their school children that New Guinea was a part of 
the Indonesian chain. Tliis is vigorously opposed by the Dutch, 
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who now point out that New Guinea is largely unsettled, in¬ 
habited by people who have no ethnic, cultural, or other ties 
with Indonesia. The Dutch argue that it w^ould simply give 
to the new government imperial control over subject peoples 
with wiiom they have no relationship, llie Australians object 
with equal violence. Tlic subject is a heated political issue 
with the Indonesians and keeps the bitterness against the 
Dutch stirred up. Many of the local Dutch in Djakarta favor 
any settlement to get rid of tlie issue. 

While the whole controversy about the Indies wns at its 
height in May of igqo, I was in the Netherlands and ran into 
the full force of the Dutch bitterness over American failure to 
sujDport their efforts to re-establish colonial control. Admitting 
that they had neither the troops nor the money to re-establish 
their om\ control, the Dutch felt that their wartime allies, 
principally the United States, had betrayed them in failing to 
provide aid so they could keep their greatest asset as a nation. 
Sovereignty was finally granted, however, and regardless of the 
merits, it is certainly to be hoped that a settlement of the Irian 
issue can soon be reached to improve the relations bctw^cen the 
Indonesians and the Dutch. Each needs the other in these 
difficult and dangerous times. 

Indonesia's public health problems arc staggering. Tlie 
Dutch had conquered cholera and smallpox and brought 
plague down to a minimum; but malaria, typhoid, and dysen- 
ter)^ arc still endemic, wliilc tuberculosis, as always in the East, 
reigns as the number one health threat. 

Tlie canals of Djakarta present in one form a graphic sum¬ 
mary of the monumental problem. For the homeless as well 
as countless other thousands whose houses have no sanitary 
facilities, there is no recourse but to use the canals for all bath¬ 
room purposes. When bathing, the women lift up their gar- 
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merits modestly to keep them just above the surface as they 
immerse themselves in the eoffec-colored water; near by, others 
do the family laundry, while still others use the same water to 
brush their teeth, using the forefinger as a toothbrush. 

As I looked out the window of a silversmith's shop one day 
a peddler eame along, carrying his wares in baskets hanging 
from each end of a typical Asian pole across his shoulder. It 
was noon and he was hungry and tired. Squatting gently, he 
let the baskets down to the ground and removed the pole from 
his shoulders. He took off his shirt and walked into the canal, 
removing his loincloth as he stepped down into the water. 
First he brushed his teeth with his fingers, then he bathed, 
using no soap but rubbing his body vigorously. Drying off as 
he slowly emerged, he replaced his loincloth, walked out of the 
canal, and approached a typical one-man restaurant. Between 
the sidewalk and the canal the proprietor had set up a small 
portable stove with an umbrella over it. He sold a bowl of rice 
and a cooked banana to the peddler, who sat down on his heels 
to cat. After he had rested awhile he got up, put his shirt back 
on, resumed his load, and went his way. Tlie restaurant owner 
put a string on the dish the peddler had used, let it down into 
the canal, rinsed it, and brought it out ready to serve food to 
the next customer. 

Of course I w^as curious to know how such a city could avoid 
wholesale epidemics. Tl'ic Minister of Health gave me his best 
answer: ^'Tlic reason there arc no widespread epidemics is the 
low toxicity of the germs." One of his fellow Cabinet members 
interrupted to say: ''But you should tell Governor Dewey the 
rest of the story, the high death rate among infants." 

"100 often the mothers don't get an adequate diet," the 
Minister explained, "and their milk docs not give enough nu¬ 
trition to the infants to give them a good start in life. Soon 
after birth babies arc fed bananas and other food which has 
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usually been improperly eleaned, resulting in a high infant 
mortality/' 

If they simdve infancy, it seems that the people dc\'elop im¬ 
munities which allow them to live in the face of conditions 
under whicli any other people would die of disease overnight. 
It is nature's way of protecting Asia's masses. 

A Dutch doctor tells of a number of cases of jaundice that 
came to his attention. He prescribed the only known treat¬ 
ment: rest and good diet, under whieh it usually takes about 
six wrecks to rceover if the patient follow^s the doctor’s orders. 
To the doctor's astonishment, several of his patients came back 
cured in three or four days. Inquiry revealed that they had gone 
home and follow^'d the local custom of eating head lice. 

Profoundly impressed by this unknown cure for a baffling 
disease, the doctor had lice gathered from the heads of w'orkers 
in a nearby compound, put them in capsules, and tried to per¬ 
suade some of his other patients to trv the remedy. T\\c first 
one walling to tr}’ it was an American, w'ho was cured in tlircc 
days; nobody know’S why. Now^ the doctor has launched a re¬ 
search project to find the secret of the cure. I w^as not quite 
sure myself whether I w^ould rather have jaundice or cat Ihc 
lice. But after all, this cure is no more repulsive than pus from 
a sick cow wdiich we use to prevent smallpox. 

I w^as anxious to meet the leaders of this government who by 
sheer eonrage and tenacity in the face of impossible odds had 
won freedom for their couutrv and now in tlic face of still more 
im])ossiblc odds w^rc proceeding to govern it. I knew they were 
brave; I knew they were young, most of them in tlicir forties. 
Ambassador Cochran knew them all and the w-idespread re- 
scntnient against foreigners apparently w'as not held against 
him. He had lived through all their crises with them and was 
more responsible than any other foreigner for the freedom of 
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the Republic. One of the Ambassador’s special qualifications 
for his position is that, during the time when these Indonesian 
leaders were treated by many as mere pretenders to power, he 
came to know them as responsible, aeeomplished individuals 
whom he was proud to regard as friends. 

My first courtesy call the day I arrived was on Minister for 
Foreign Affairs Achmad Subardjo and we got off to an ex¬ 
cellent start. lie is slight of build, scholarly in manner, 
bearded, attractive and stimulating. Others liad told me that 
he is difficult to talk with and often vail say nothing at all; so 
far as I was concerned, he could not have been more delightful. 
During the course of our conversation 1 mentioned in passing 
that I was sorry we could not get to Bali to see the famous 
Balinese dancers. When the Minister came to the reception 
later that day he told the Ambassador that he had made ar¬ 
rangements to put on a special performance of Balinese and 
Javanese dancing at his home the following Friday evening. 

Unfortunatelv, the Indonesian Cabinet met through the 
afternoon and early evening on that Friday, debating the burn¬ 
ing issue of the Jajxaiicsc peace treaty. Indonesia was torn be¬ 
tween two courses: the neutralism of India, and signing up 
with the free w’Oiid. Ihe fledgling nation insists upon main¬ 
taining its independence and at the same time living in peace 
and friendship with its Asian neighbors; it is tr)ing desperately 
to remain aloof from wiiat many of its people regard as a 
struggle betw'ccn the two great powders, Russia and the United 
States. Tlic decision on the Japanese treaty w^as perhaps its 
greatest diplomatic decision to date, risking, as it would, vio¬ 
lent criticism of the few but vociferous Communist members 
of its Parliament and the Red elements of the press. It was a 
tough one, too, for a new government which recognizes Red 
China and feels strong ties with nearby India. '^Plic subject 
came up in almost every conversation and I was deeply grati- 



302 Journey to the Far PaciEc 

fied that Indonesia made the decision at the last moment in 
San Francisco to sign the treaty. 

On Friday evening while Mr. Subardjo was tied up at his 
Cabinet meeting, we gathered on the lawn in the rear of the 
Foreign Minister’s house, to sit facing the terraee, which had 
been transformed into a beautifully lighted stage. On one side 
was a Javanese orchestra, on the other a Balinese orchestra. 
The most important instrument in each orchestra resembled a 
large .\')lophonc, one made of wood, the otlicr of metal. There 
were stringed instruinents and timpani made of a scries of 
copper pots hanging from parallel cords. TTiesc were extremely 
beautiful in tone, though the musical scales were not the same 
as ours. ’Flicre were also tiny oboes which made a soft, whining 
sound but again in a musical sequence not familiar to Western 
ears. The twenty members of each orchestra in turn played 
conijilicatcd musical compositions in the dark, with neither 
sheet music nor director. The tonal concepts arc so entirely 
strange to my training that it would take a long time before 1 
became accustomed to them. Balinese music seemed to me 
much closer to our musical forms than the Javanese; but when 
I mentioned this to one of the Indonesians he said: “It is 
very primitive. Javanese music is much more interesting and 
several centuries ahead in development.” 

Both the Javanese and Balinese troupes were government- 
sponsored, representing the highest form of Indonesian danc¬ 
ing art. Again it was highly stylized and, since both the men 
and the women were heavily clothed, it was, like the Cambo¬ 
dian dances, largely the representation of traditional or mytho¬ 
logical stories interpreted by the skillful movement of the 
neck, the toes, the eyes, and the fingers of the dancers. After 
the dancing began, the Foreign Minister arrived. Sitting beside 
me, he greatly aided my understanding of the performance by 
explaining the significance of each dance. 
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One of the dances represented the basie religious concept 
which I had found portrayed on the walls of Angkor Vat and 
in many of the art forms. It was the dramatic dance of a young 
man about to engage in the process of meditation by which Ik; 
identified himself ever more closely with his Brahman god. 
Following his own dance, he retired to contemplation at the 
back of the scene as two women dancers came out and during 
a long and charming dance failed to seduce him from his con¬ 
templation. Then came a dancer representing a female Devil, 
who wore an ugly huge grinning mask and long, black, metal- 
lie fingernails extending at least eight inches beyond the tips 
of her own. l^’irst slic danced to induce the young man to join 
her; failing in that, they engaged in battle. The Devil uttered 
loud noises and demands in classic Balinese but was finally 
slain by the triumphant young man. 

Achmad Siibardjo has a fine grasp of foreign affairs and, like 
so many of the government leaders, views them from a strictly 
Asian point of view, though against the background of a 
Western education. Ihc actions of his government will often 
puzzle us, but in the light of the fantastic problems they face, 
I will always think of them in the setting of this complex coun¬ 
try. Tlic split personality represented by this rising new govern¬ 
ment is illustrated by the clothes its leaders wear: every mem¬ 
ber of the Cabinet wore regular western suits; every wife of a 
member of the Cabinet wore Indonesian dress. 

Our visit to the Government Rest House in the mountains, 
as the guests of the Foreign Minister and Mrs. Subardjo, 
was our only chance to escape the heat during our stay in Indo¬ 
nesia, and by this time I realized why the Dutch and most other 
foreigners tried to maintain mountain retreats. Tlie route to 
the Government Rest House lay through territory where the 
Communist guerrillas were quite active. Only a few days before 
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a Yale professor and an American representative of Life maga¬ 
zine had been killed on a side road leading off the main high¬ 
way, apparently solely beeause the assassins wanted to steal 
their jee]*). The only witness to the ambush, a native woman, 
''committed suicide’' before her testimony could be taken. 
Though the road is generally quite safe by day, our hosts ar¬ 
ranged a convoy with soldiers in armored cars riding ahead of 
and behind us. We started early enough to see the world- 
famous Buitenzorg Botanical Gardens at Bogor. I am not an 
expert on botany but I believe that these gardens, founded by 
the Dutch in 1817, arc uncqualcd anywhere. TTic Dutch 
brought jdants from all over the world to develop the produc¬ 
tive capacity of the Malay Arcliipciago. Gutta-percha, cocoa, 
quinine, tea, vanilla, and the oil palm were all imported, the 
varieties increasing by experimentation throughout the course 
of a ccntim', from about 2000 to more than 8000. In the 
greenhouses grow an unbelievable collection of more than 
4000 varieties of orchids, ranging from delicate miniatures no 
larger than a thumbnail to huge trailing vines. Tlic first palm 
oil tree, brought to the islands in 1848, still stands alongside 
the main garden road and the curator told me that while the 
Japanese occupied the island they respected the tree so much 
that all Japanese soldiers either took off their caps or saluted 
each time thev passed this great landmark in the development 
of oriental agriculture. 

The roads through the gardens are transformed into majestic 
avenues by stately rows of trees on each side, every tree bearing 
a different species of vine curling up its trunk. While the Indo¬ 
nesians have taken over the direction of the Botanical Gardens, 
their technical training is not yet up to the job, so the Dutch 
botanist who has been in charge for many years is retained as 
"Joint Director." 

Driving into the mountains toward the Rest House, it be- 
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came noticeably cooler as the road curved upward between in¬ 
tensively cultivated areas, first of wet rice paddies and then, as 
we rose higher, dry rice paddies. Finally we reached an altitude 
where the rice was replaced on each side of the road by 
thousands of acres of tea plants, some of them with tea bushes 
as much as seventy years old. 

lire Government Rest House was beautifully located at the 
top of a hill, with mountains rising far above. In addition 
to our party and half a dozen people from the Embassy, some 
twenty-five leading Indonesians and their wives were present. 
I looked longingly at the sjrarkling clean water of the swim¬ 
ming pool on the lawTi but the amenities of conversation with 
the other guests made a swim diplomatically impossible. 

For luncheon we had the famed Indonesian rice table, an 
adventure in delicious food which began with a mound of 
boiled rice in a plate. On top of the rice were placed vegetables, 
meats, fish, and condiments prepared in at least twenty-five 
difTcrent ways. Tlicrc was also lamb and chicken on bamboo 
skewers, which had been broiled over charcoal and seasoned 
with sauce of coconut milk, ]x;anuts, and many sjoiccs. Tliere 
were large fish which had been cooked in deep fat until the 
skin was crisp and brown and the meat flaky, served whole on 
a large plate and covered with sauce flecked with vegetables 
and fruits. Shrimp, eggs, and chicken dishes, prepared again 
with vegetables and spices, completed the main courses. After¬ 
ward the strong, sweet Javanese coffee was served with an 
assortment of tropical fruits. 

A similar but simpler dish I had on other occasions and 
quite favored by the Javanese for breakfast was nasi-goreng. I 
was a little startled when I first heard the name of this dish; 
but nasi-goreng was a standard dish in the Indies long before 
the Nazis reared their ugly heads for their brief time on earth. 
Heaped on a mound of fried rice is a mixture of raisins, 
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shrimp, meat, and peanuts, garnished with shreds of crisply 
fried egg, onion, and other vegetables. Nasi-goreng is almost as 
appetizing as rice table, the king of Indonesian food for my 
taste. 

At luncheon the question of foreign capital and investments 
came up. In Indonesia, as in Malaya, Indo-China, and so many 
other Asian countries, nearly all major production is still in the 
hands of foreigners. Dutch, British, Chinese, Americans, and 
a few French and Belgians operate the tea and rubber planta-^ 
tions; the Dutch and Chinese operate the tin mines; the Dutch 
and Americans operate the oil fields, which are rapidly growing 
in importance. Tire Indonesians produce only a minor share of 
the major exports and they resent foreign operation of the 
larger enterprises. Tliis leads to a demand for nationalization, 
and the present government, which had been in olTice for only 
a few months, was considerably more Socialist than its prede¬ 
cessor. 

As in most of the Pacific nations, capital is badly needed for 
the development of the countr}' and they want it to be Indo¬ 
nesian capital; but unfortunately there is no Indonesian capital. 
So they arc on the horns of a painful dilemma. If they should 
nationalize their great industries the Indonesian Government 
would own them and would presumably pay for them over a 
period of years. But then they would get no more foreign 
capital and they might lose much of the foreign management 
which makes the difference between success and failure of the 
plantations, the mines, and the oil wells. Naturally Indonesia 
is watching the controversy over the nationalization of oil in 
Iran with acute interest. Tlic final outcome of the controversy 
will have an important effect in Indonesia. 

In this capital-scarce country the leaders are, nevertheless, 
wonied over the influx of new Chinese money for investment. 
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They don’t want a larger share of their resources owned by 
the Chinese because they regard Chinese capital as unstable. 
Tlicy say it moves around from nation to nation in accordance 
with the convenience or fears of its owners. Wlicn it moves 
into a country it is all right; when it moves out, it is a depress¬ 
ing influence on the nation’s economy. 

Another difficulty is that the Indonesian Government is 
short of money to meet many of its most pressing needs. As 
in most Asian areas, the foreigners pay most of the taxes. For 
example, the American oil companies now operating in Indo¬ 
nesia pay out two thirds of their total net income in taxes to 
the Indonesian Government. Tlic soberer heads in the govern¬ 
ment know that if they should nationalize the oil industry and 
lose the American management they would not only lose most, 
if not all, of this revenue, but they would get no further Ameri¬ 
can capital for the immense developments that lie ahead. In 
the face of heavy taxation, decreasing productivity of workers, 
and doubts about future government policy, one American oil 
company, Caltcx, is courageously going ahead with a program 
of development which is expected to total $40,000,000. 

Tire American businessmen in Indonesia arc doing a fine job 
for America as W'cll as for Indonesia. Most of them have lived 
in the Orient for many years, developing oil, assembling auto¬ 
mobiles, growing or purchasing rubber, tea, coffee, and copra, 
for great American companies. The largest American oil in¬ 
stallations in all of Asia arc on Sumatra. General Motors has a 
large assembly plant wfliich brought about an amusing paradox 
after the w'ar. An American rubber company had a concession 
from the Dutch in Djakarta to assemble automobiles and con¬ 
tracted with the General Motors Gompany to set up a branch 
plant in Djakarta. Then they found that Ford was the only 
automobile company which could spare parts at the time to 
send to Indonesia. So the General Motors branch in Djakarta 
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found itself assembling the cars of one of its principal competi¬ 
tors for a whole year after the war. 

Unlike the American businessmen who live in the country, 
outside visitors often make a bad impression. In Indonesia, for 
example, an officer of a New York bank visited President 
Sukarno to extend to him tlie greetings of the chairman of his 
board. He discussed local conditions and finally, reaching his 
climax, leaned over and slapped President Sukarno on the knee, 
saying: *AVe have confidence in you.'' Hie President tartly 
replied: 'YVe have confidence in ourselves. What about a 
loan?" The conversation ended soon and the financial four- 
flusher retired in confusion. 

Despite sucli incidents I had the distinct impression that we 
are the best-liked foreigners in Indonesia. Certainly our diplo¬ 
matic mission under Ambassador Cochran’s leadership is held 
in high esteem. So arc many of our technicians, including 
especially the agricultural attaches and the private engineers. 
For one example, the Indonesian Govennnent set out to hire 
consulting engineers with the proceeds of a small ECA grant, 
to advise on the monumental problems of rehabilitating the 
country following the years of war and revolution. After a 
study of the engineers of many nations they picked the Ameri¬ 
can J. G. White Engineering Corporation. I heard so much 
of the outstanding job they were doing that I asked the Ambas¬ 
sador to invite Henry Tarring, Jr., the head of their Djakarta 
group, in to lunch. Mr. Tarring is a tall, spare engineer, expe¬ 
rienced in the Orient, and has rendered invaluable service to 
the Indonesian Government. 

I was fascinated by his report on Formosa. His firm had been 
retained as industrial advisers to the Nationalist Government 
of China before it was forced off the mainland; in I'ebruary 
1949 Mr. Tarring and his staff were evacuated to Formosa. 
There they found that only trifling repairs had been made in 
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the JapancsC’biiilt factories, railroads, and electric plants which 
had been demolished by American bombers during tlie war. 
The Tarring group was assigned tlie tremendous job of direct¬ 
ing their restoration. Without a dollar of American aid for the 
first year and three quarters, the whole Formosa industrial 
plant was restored by Chinese efforts under Mr. Tarring's 
guidance. Aluminum, chemical, iron, steel, textile, cement, 
mining, pulp paper, and shipping industries were turned from 
government subsidies to profits. Tlie electric power system was 
increased from a peak load of 150,000 kilowatts to 192,000. 
Production of fertilizer was increased from 46,000 tons to 
120,000 tons in two years. The railroads were brought into 
efficient operation, transporting freight tonnages far above 
those ever attained under the Japanese, all \Aathout any new 
equipment. In the spring of 1949 the average loading and un¬ 
loading time of shijis was twenty-five days; two years later the 
turn-around time had been reduced to two and a half days. 
Similar miracles were performed in liiglnvay construction, cot¬ 
ton sjiinning, cement production, timber production, alumi¬ 
num, and oil refining. Mr. 'I'arring concluded his review by 
saying: '‘These accomplishments have been made without 
recourse to aid funds from the United States and I give much 
credit to the Chinese for this remarkable achievement. It has 
become fashionable to criticize the Nationalist Government 
and its leaders, but too little is said of their achievements and 
these should be better known." 

If this American engineer can do for Indonesia what he did 
for Formosa it will be a major miracle. Of course the problems 
in Djakarta are different. Among them is the problem of ECA 
operations, which made me blush for my country. Indonesia 
confirmed my growing conviction that small amounts of 
American aid in the hands of first-class people are infinitely 
more helpful than large amounts in the hands of mediocre or 
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bad people. Tire small amounts of EGA money in Indo-China 
have been skillfully used to create stability and advance the 
living standards of the people. 

Tlie same is true in Formosa. In Indonesia the few thousand 
dollars of the American grant used to hire the }. G. WHiitc 
engineers has been the most \-aluablc money we have spent 
there, llic EGA staff has been a comedy, or ratlicr a tragedy 
of errors. Tire original small staff with a modest grant was use¬ 
ful. But the local IsGA director decided that he wanted $30,- 
000,000. Going over the Ambassador’s head, he sent a written 
recommendation to Washington for this amount directly 
through the mails, knowing that liis letter would be opened 
and read by the local censors. Tliis letter, of course, put the 
Ambassador in an impossible position and it gave the Indone¬ 
sian Government a full picture of a row between the United 
States Embassy and the EGA director, who had to be recalled 
as a result. In his place, a young professor of geography from 
Golgatc University, who happened to be in Southeast Asia, 
was asked to take temporary charge. He was succeeded by an¬ 
other professor who, directly contrary to his orders, went to 
'Hie Hague, conferred with the Dutch Government officials, 
and held a press conference, announcing large additions to the 
EGA staff in Indonesia. Tliis particularly embarrassed the 
Djakarta government, since it had just turned back a large Red 
Ghinese delegation. Now it was faced with a horde of Amer¬ 
ican EGA officials, and to add insult to injury the announce¬ 
ment came from Tire Hague. 

Several of the EGA people who were moving out with the 
new director sent along queries asking about transportation for 
their dogs, motor cars, servants, and relatives. Some of these 
inquiries got into the press and the Indian UN delegate in 
Djakarta wryly remarked: “It looks as though America is going 
to colonize Djakarta with dogs and relatives.” 
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Ambassador Cochran will loyally defend the EGA in Indo¬ 
nesia but its dismal history was told to every member of our 
party by dozens of responsible residents of Djakarta, including 
some of the EGA employees themselves. Having com¬ 
mandeered as many of the best houses as they could, even to 
the exclusion of Indonesian Cabinet officers who could get no 
homes, the EGA next made a fantastic proposal to the Hotel 
dcs Indes. Tlicy offered to build an entire modern hotel inside 
the grounds of the Des Indes; the EGA was to occupy the new 
hotel rent-free for two years, after which it would belong to 
the Dcs Indes free, and the EGA would pay full rent for its 
own building from then on. Once again Ambassador Cochran 
had to intervene and, with tlic help of some American 
businessmen, found property ovvaicd l)y the government of the 
United States where the EGA could build and continue to 
own the hotel instead of giving it away. 'Ilie local EGA was 
outraged over tliis thwarting of their project and filed formal 
charges against the Ambassador which, of course, were dis¬ 
missed after they were examined. 

About this time still another EGA man came to Djakarta 
''to study the situation,'' announcing that he could stay and 
take charge if he wanted to, but first he was going to look 
things over. Two weeks later he announced his conclusion: 
"Tliis job isn't big enough to interest me. I can go to Germany 
where I will have millions of dollars to spend and be a much 
more powerful figure/' 

Meanwhile, the warehouses and the docks were piled high 
with crates of goods from America. Nobody knew what w^as 
in them; the only watchman on the job was sound asleep when 
our party visited the docks. Signs of deterioration and pilfer¬ 
ing were all over the place. Tlic EGA had helped the govern¬ 
ment acquire twenty-five Japanese boats to develop its fishing 
industry. Two of them capsized and sank because they were 
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not properly moored. Tlie other twenty-three were still there, 
but many were dismantled and parts of the Diesel engines had 
been stolen, llic government had also acquired two PT boats 
from the United States, but the Indonesians, delighted with 
their new possessions, took them out and raced them; then 
while racing they put the engines in reverse and, of course, 
wrecked them both. 

I recalled the comment of the Japanese scholar: ''\Vlicn 
you send technical assistants to Asia, I urge you to send one 
good man instead of a dozen poor ones.’' lie must have been 
speaking from bitter experience. My owia conclusion was that 
if the ICCA in Indonesia had a few million dollars and five good 
men they could dispense with the other ninety-five officials 
they plan on liaving and we would make friends instead of 
enemies. 

It seemed to me a tragedy that, with fine Americans avail¬ 
able like those who were doing superb jobs in Formosa and 
Indo-Chiiia, this great new Republic should l;e cursed wdth 
some of our worst, I was reminded of the Philippines, where 
everyone had agreed in recommending an outstanding manager 
of an American bank, who had lived in Manila for many years, 
to head EGA after it had suffered a series of catastrophes from 
mismanagement; out of patriotism he had agreed to do the 
job temporarily, on leave from his bank, taking a cut from his 
regular salary of $50,000 a year to $12,000. Then the blow fell: 
Washington ignored the recommendation and announced the 
appointment as EGA director for the Philippines of the head 
of a small agricultural college. He rose to the occasion by an¬ 
nouncing that it was a dangerous assignment, but he was will¬ 
ing to take it on as a service to his country. When his state¬ 
ment appeared on the front pages in Manila the consternation 
was complete: they had lost the services of an outstanding 
man in exchange for one who knew nothing of the country or 
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the Job and insulted their country even before he arrived. 1 lis 
impending arrival was being viewed with apprehension in all 
quarters when I left. 

I was delighted to discover that I could make my visit to 
Indonesian farms without armed escorts and without a crowd 
of government officials. Two Indonesians came along as inter¬ 
preters: one who works for the agricultural attache at the 
American Embas.sy and another from the Indonesian Depart¬ 
ment of Agriculture. Our first stop was the Fruit Growing 
Experiment Station about twelve miles out of Djakarta. Here 
the Dutch developed over many years a large and fine variety 
of fruit trees, including citrus, papaya, and banana. The citrus 
fruit looks like a green orange and tastes very much like a ripe 
one; all of the varieties of fruit have been developed and 
improved to suit the Indonesian climate, which varies from 
tropical in the valleys to temperate in the mountains. Tlie 
young Indonesian director at the station was well trained and 
enthusiastic about his work; the samples of grafted saplings and 
the care with which they were handled were impressive. "Our 
saplings arc sold to farmers at cost,” he said, ‘‘so that the sta¬ 
tion can support all of its experiments including the salaries of 
the 150 men who work on it.” Tlic station even had a small 
herd of twenty cows, but I wsis thwarted in my interest in the 
herd: the cows arc kept at the station for the purpose of get¬ 
ting manure for fertilizer for the trees. Night soil is not used 
in Java since the ground is a rich volcanic ash, created over 
many centuries by the eruptions of volcanoes, lire rains wash 
the volcanic ash dowai from the mountains and continuously 
enrich the soil, so it needs little fertilizer for most crops. 

At the station we abandoned our cars and wdth the director 
transferred to jeeps. We then traveled for miles along a wind- 
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ing, deeply rutted road about six feet wide, running between 
cultivated rice lands; the agricultural experts explained the 
local crop practices as we all hung on for dear life. On most 
of the islands the famiers are able to harvest three crops of rice 
a year. Despite wars, rc\'olutions, and bandits, Indonesia is 
today producing ninety-five per cent of its own rice, the re¬ 
maining five per cent coming from Burma and Tliailand; with 
order restored Indonesia can easily produce an exportable sur¬ 
plus. 

Finally we stopped at a crossroads where there were three 
houses. Twenty-five or thirty people of all ages were standing, 
squatting, or working around the crossroads and, as was so 
often the case, the men just stared while the women smiled 
at us in a fricndl)' fasliion; though the women were generally 
quite friendly, they were also quite shy. One of the houses 
served as a crossroad store run by the family of the proprietor, 
who works his acre of land part of the day. He was home this 
afternoon, and as I walked up to the store, the women behind 
the counter slow ly edged toward a back room, peering through 
the door while I stood talking with the storekeeper and his 
father. Dried fish, rice, a few spices, and a little cloth were 
arrayed on the ten-foot counter. As usual, the rice w'as polished 
W'hitc and I asked the owner whether anyone had ever sug¬ 
gested that the unpolished, browm rice made a better, richer 
food. “Oh yes,” he .said, “but nobody likes it.” He understood 
quite well that, if the brown husks were left on, it was better 
food but he also knew that nobody would buy his rice unless 
it was husked. 

Tire people in the back country dress much the same as 
in the cities, the women wearing blouses and sarongs, which, 
unlike the movie version, are ankle-length, wrap-around skirts 
made of batik in beautifully dyed designs of brown and blue. 
Most of the men wore short, thin, knee-length pants and some- 
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times thin cotton shirts. In the cities the few well-to-do wear 
shoes, but in the country I saw almost no shoes. 

At the first farm we visited we were greeted by a middle- 
aged Moslem who wore his black fez, a good shirt and trousers, 
but, of course, no shoes. He was the owner of two hectares or 
about five acres of land, which made him above average but 
not rich. One hectare was devoted entirely to fruit growing, 
ev'cry sqiiare yard of it beautifully cultivated. He accepted the 
best Experiment Station advice and his new papaya seedlings 
grow in between the citrus trees because they come to maturity 
and die at different ages. Tlic other hectare was devoted to rice 
farming and to a new form of agriculture which was a liberal 
education to me. 

About an acre of it was given over to inland fisheries. At 
first I thought they were ordinary rice paddies—twenty or 
thirty yards square; but they turned out to be fishponds divided 
by earthen banks with the water kept at the right level by 
opening small sluices between them. Most of the fish are carp, 
which we in America do not consider our best eating; in the 
Orient, wth its spices and culinary skill, almost any fish is 
good food. ^Iic carp feed on fungi and on the sewage from the 
people who live near by. A sturdy long scaffold extends out 
over each pond, with the end enclosed on all four sides by a 
straw matting. This is the Indonc.sian variety of a Chic Sale, 
and all the neighbors arc expected to use it to feed the fish. 

Tliis farmer owned three cow">, but like the herd at the Sta¬ 
tion, the COW'S were kept to provide manure for the fruit 
trees. They arc also milked and the few liters they produce 
bring a good price in tlie nearest village but the total amount 
of milk all three of them give would not w'arrant feeding one 
cow by American standards. Tbcy arc cheap to keep, however, 
because one of the duties of the smallest children of the family 
is to go along the roadside and cut grass with a small sickle. As 



316 Journey to the Far Pad Be 

we drove along the road we passed two small boys, each of 
them cariying an amazing amount of grass in a pair of forked 
sticks o\'er each shoulder. 

In addition to the three cows, the owTicr also had four water 
buffalo which, by the standards of any other Asian country I 
had visited, would have made him a rich man. In Indonesia he 
was middle-class. "Ihc good farmers there do well. 

Four 3'ouug girls dressed in typical sarongs were pounding 
rice in a small open shed near the house. Working in pairs, 
each lifted a thick, heavy, six-foot pole, pounding the rice 
in a stone bowl. In steady rh} thm while one pounded, the 
other lifted, up and down, up and down: it seemed a dull task. 
Wlien I lifted one of the jwles I realized it was also heavy 
labor; I think that if I had been doing the work I would have 
shifted the pole from one hand to the other even oftener than 
the girls did. As the girls finished pounding it a middle-aged 
woman was taking the beaten rice out of the bow'ls to sift it 
in a large shallow' sieve. Ibc owner introdueed the woman as 
his w'ifc. As usual, it was almost impossible to get the family 
straight. I did learn that lie had four wives, fourteen chil¬ 
dren, of whom tw'elve were living, eleven grandchildren, and 
three hired men. Ilis wives and children, grandchildren and 
four nieces, as well as the three hired men and their families, 
all lived together in a long, onc-stor}' frame house. The master 
himself obviously did little work but he certainly had plenty 
of help. 

Later, when I mentioned to President Sukarno that this 
particular farmer had four wives, he pointed out quite firmly 
that that was unusual. A total of four wives is permitted by 
the Moslem law but most of the members of the government 
have only one, and plural wives arc discouraged. A Cabinet 
member explained to me later that under modern conditions 
and the emancipation of women, polygamy is dying out. He 



Indonesia 


317 

said: “My father-in-law had thirteen wives, but I have only 
one.” 

To be rid of a wife under Moslem law the husband needs 
only to say, “I divorce you.” Tire Minister pointed out, how¬ 
ever, that before the tlircc little words can be uttered, long 
and complicated negotiations must be conducted between the 
families of the husband and wife, including arrangements to 
pay back the dowry and to care for the children. “Usually this 
is so long and diEcult,” he laughed, “that it’s easier to stay 
married.” 

With all their enthusiasm for independence, the Indonesian 
people are generally placid and agricultural by nature and the 
hard business of government is new to them. For example, 
when I was in Djakarta, there v-as an anny, a navy, and an air 
force; but there was still no law authorizing their existence or 
any pay for them. I’hcy just existed by fiat. 'Ihe armed forces 
represent a merger, so far incomplete, of the regular and guer¬ 
rilla forces who fought for the Republic and the Indonesian 
troojrs who fought for the Dutch against the Republic; with 
troops in the same army who fought against each other, it is 
not surprising that they were sometimes as much a problem as 
a comfort to the new government. Also, when their pay was 
long overdue, they had a habit of turning batrdit for the week 
end and collecting their pay from the people. 

Wniicn elements of the navy w'ere unpaid or idle, they be¬ 
came smugglers, which was natural since, during the revolu¬ 
tion, smuggling to Singapore to support the Republican gov¬ 
ernment was the official task of the navy. So one of the most 
difficult problems had been to reduce the size of the anned 
forces. Tire government tackled the nary first and had finally 
succeeded in reducing it from 80,000 to a compact force of 
8000 men. Many of its officers were former smugglers who be- 
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came ardent Nationalists and they were tlien using their small 
but loyal fleet of corvettes, American LSTs, and patrol boats to 
police Indonesian waters. No one had any illusion that the 
navy could defend these three thousand islands in the event of 
a major hostile attack, but at least it was beginning to tackle 
the smuggling problem. 

Because export-import duties have always been high in the 
Orient and a prineij^al source of revenue to the governments, 
piracy and smuggling have become fine arts over many cen¬ 
turies. If not always respectable, smuggling lias at least been a 
well-recognized profession, and the Chinese and Mala}'S are 
past masters of the art. While it is no longer patriotic in Indo¬ 
nesia, it is something of a habit, and the Chinese Reds arc 
giving it great encouragement. Ihc present high tariffs of Indo¬ 
nesia and its great shortage of goods, comliincd with the 
spectacular prices paid by the Coniinunists for rubber and tin, 
have made smuggling highly profitalilc. I met no one even 
willing to venture an estimate of the amount of vital raw 
materials still being smuggled from Indonesia and Southeast 
Asia into Red China. 

lliere are two well-known main smuggling routes to Indo¬ 
nesia: one is across the narrow Straits of Malacca from Malava 
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to Sumatra; the other is from Swatow in China, down be¬ 
tween the lower Philippine Islands and Borneo, to Java. Even 
when the navy catches these free traders very little happens. 
One Chinese had been nabbed with a lot of contraband shortly 
before we got there. He was not imprisoned and his official 
fine was so small that ever}'body was laughing about it, asking 
who got the rest on the side. In addition to the basic problem 
of creating an effective judicial system, no real inroads against 
the smuggling will be made until radar and flying boats are 
added to the navy’s equipment. 

Tire army presents different problems. For example, one 
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Indonesian army officer approached a member of the Amer¬ 
ican Consular Service and said; "My salary is too small to live 
on and I don’t always get paid. So I have decided to enter the 
smuggling business and wonder if you could recommend a 
good honest smuggler.” 

llie next job obviously is to reduce the size of the Indo¬ 
nesian Army. I inquired of one Cabinet officer why they kept 
an army of 200,000 which was by no means disciplined, sup¬ 
plied, or adequately paid. I asked: "Wouldn’t it be better to 
cut the army in half and have a force of 100,000 which was well 
disciplined, well supplied, and regularly paid?” 

"Of course it would,” he said, "but what will we do with 
the other 100,000?” 

I had no answer. Demobilizing an army is sometimes just 
as hard as establishing one, particularly when there arc plenty 
of guerrilla forces for the men to join after they are mustered 
out. Nevertheless, real progress is being made at reconstructing 
Indonesian defense under the training of a Dutch general and 
a military mission of about a thousand officers and men. Wliile 
there was great hostility toward the Dutch officers at first, 
the friction is diminishing and a new', efficient Indonesian 
Anny is emerging. 'I’liere is still practically no air force, but 
our MAAG people say the Indonesians arc good fliers: the 
pilots now in training will do well as soon as they get airplanes 
to fly. 

The more I learned about the problems of this new island 
government, the more impressed I was with the progress it 
had made. Several major revolutions had already been put 
down, including one, curiously enough, that was led by Dutch 
soldiers. Tlicy organized what is known as the Westerling 
affair, named for their leader, a renegade Dutch officer. Fight¬ 
ing for Queen and country, as they claimed, they set up a new 
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government with Indonesians as front men. Only after vigor¬ 
ous action was the major threat of this group finally put down. 
Wcstcrling fled to Europe and the remainder, estimated at 
13,000, have continued to act as bandits. At the time I was 
there, it uns believed that they were co-operating with an 
active Moslem revolutionary group. 

'Hie hard-fighting Ambonese had also staged a first-class 
rebellion against the new Republic, setting up their owm island 
Republic of Ambon. The Minister of Health in the new gov¬ 
ernment came from Ambon and he offered to go to them to 
mediate the rebellion, arguing that he understood his people, 
who had served as professional soldiers for the Dutch through 
the centuries. '^Tlie Ambonese arc savage, mercenary fighters 
who ask no quarter and give none; their loyalty has always 
been to the Crown. As the Minister of Health approached the 
island of Ambon, the rebels sent out word that they would 
sink the .ship if he tried to land. I'brced to turn back to Java, 
he next sent a group of sergeants from tlie Indonesian Army to 
prepare the way for a mediation conference. Instead of confer¬ 
ring, the Ambonese took them prisoners, cut off their ears, and 
made them cat them. 

Only then did the new government move in with full force 
and, after a long and destructive conflict, finally killed or 
captured all of the rebel forces. The government offered the 
prisoners three choices: jobs in the regular army, release to 
go to Holland, or return to their native islands under pledge of 
good behavior. Many chose to go to Holland, so shiploads of 
savage Ambonese went to the Netherlands with their families. 
Tlicy are still there and nobody can figure out what to do with 
them. Maybe they will end up in the European Army. Tlicy are 
fighting men. 

Tire Indonesian Government still has a mountain of trouble 
with revolutionaries: the large, well-organized, well-disci- 
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plined, Communist guerrillas; the remainder of the Westcrling 
forces; and the Moslem extremists known as the Darul Islam. 
The latter are religious fanatics who arc even more nationalist 
that the Nationalists. Tliey refuse to recognize the secular 
nature of the new government and arc fighting to establish a 
Moslem theocracy under the absolute rule of religious leaders. 
Of late they have established some co-operation with the 
Communists, with whom they have nothing in common except 
their opposition to the government. 

Tlie Communist guerrillas are in a particularly powerful 
position because there are Communist members of Parliament, 
Communist sympathizers in the Cabinet, and Communists at 
the head of two thirds of the labor unions. As always, the Red 
objective is to destroy production, starving the government 
out of its taxes and the people out of food and cmplopnent. 
dl)e Communists count on tlie curious quirk in human nature 
which makes people turn to the left when they arc hungry and 
desperate even though it is the vct)' violence of the Left which 
has brought about their desperate condition, h’orty Dutch 
j)lantcrs were killed in the seven months before my visit in 
August 1931. Communist-led waterfront and oil strikes were 
periodically paralyzing the islands and a strike in the power 
plant at one major city left it in darkness during my visit. The 
evening of the day we left, the Communists launched an attack 
on Djakarta Harbor in force, carrjdng submachine guns and 
identifying themselves with red armbands bearing the hammer 
and sickle, as well as a strange device described by one Indo¬ 
nesian official as “that prehistoric bird—the dove of peace,” 
Troops and police were rushed to the scene and only after an 
all-night battle were the Communists driven off, with many 
wounded and six dead. After this episode the government 
staged a series of roundups, gathering in some thousands of 
suspicious characters, including known Communist leaders 
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and some high government officials. By report, the action had 
a salutary effect. 

In such an atmosphere of turmoil and revolution, it is not 
surprising that labor should be both unproductive and ineffi¬ 
cient. For example, it takes three weeks to unload a freighter 
in the harbor, compared with two and a half days in Formosa 
today. On one day there were 141 strikes and the general atti¬ 
tude of a large share of the Communist-led workers is: “Now 
that we’ve won our freedom why should we have to work 
any more?” 

Tire long-continued atmosphere of revolution and the vast 
refugee pojjulation hav'e combined to create a condition of 
unchecked lawlessness. Miss Roberta McKay, Ambassador 
Cochran’s secretary', is the women’s golf champion of W^cst 
Java, and she and others were held up and robbed so often 
during their week-end games at the Djakarta Golf Club that a 
policeman had to be assigned to patrol the fairw'ays. 

Earlier in the year guerrillas had attacked a week-end cottage 
in the mountains used by two American couples from Djakarta. 
There was no telephone, so one of the Americans slipped out 
of the house and made his way down the mountain to call the 
police. Tlic other three continued to return the fire of the 
bandits until they disappeared at daylight when the police 
arrived. The man who had stayed behind was shot in the 
abdomen but recovered, only to be stabbed and killed a little 
later by a Malay employee of the oil company for which he 
worked. 

“Tlicsc arc just the risks of life, like crossing Broadway or 
riding in an airplane,” one American explained, “but condi¬ 
tions arc steadily improving.” 

In the midst of these stresses and strains the serenity and 
optimism of the American Ambassador were inspiring. In his 
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years as a career man in the State Department, Mr. Cochran 
lias been almost everywhere and seen almost everything, 
achieving wisdom in the process. He is wise enough not to 
flaunt American power and prestige before the sensitive and 
proud Indonesians. As a result, there are no uniformed marines 
on guard at the American Embassy or Embassy Residence. He 
docs not even have a refuge in the hills as do practically all 
the members of the diplomatic corps and tlic business com¬ 
munity. He has avoided it in order to minimize the possibility 
of incidents. In a country where most of the people arc poor 
and housing is desperately short, he has sought no elaborate 
quarters cither for the Embassy, for himself, or for his staff, 
though it is expected that a new Embassy vail replace the 
present blowzy, two-hundrcd-ycar-old relic which dates back 
to the time when we were represented by a single consul with 
a stenographer and a clerk. 

Ambassador Cochran is utterly without side and seems to be 
equally popular with the highest officials in the Indonesian 
Government, the diplomatic corps, the American business¬ 
men, and the ordinary' citizens of Djakarta. It would probably 
give most diplomats a .shock to find the American Ambassador 
answering his owm door in bathrobe and slippers; but the Indo¬ 
nesians like the genuineness of his simplicity and confidence. 
By contrast they arc not impressed with the royal S]:)Icndor of 
the Red China Embassy Residence where Mao Tsc-tung’s 
Ambassador hides behind high walls topped with barbed wire 
illuminated at night by floodlighte and is almost inaccessible 
even to his own staff. 

Before the war only about seven per cent of the population 
of Indonesia was literate by ordinary standards, and one of 
the major efforts of the new government has been to expand 
the school system. On the day I visited farms I saw a roadside 
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school and stopped to look it over. Dozens of small boys, 
seven or eight years old, were playing outside and I watched 
a game of marbles which seemed exactly like the kind of 
marbles I pla^'ed at the same age. Tire school itself was a long, 
narrow, one-story wooden frame building; packed tight in 
one room, sitting three at a desk, were eighty-four boys about 
ten years old, each wearing his fez. I’wo teachers were in the 
room, each in front of a blackboard, one teaching writing, 
the other arithmetic. 

Tlicrc was no partition in the room—just about a yard of 
space between two rows of desks on each side. In talking with 
the teachers I found that the school is operated in three 
shifts: from nine to twelve; twelve to three; and three to six. 
They explained that usually tlicrc would be a partition between 
the classes, but some remodeling was going on. So the boys 
on one side of the room listened to one teacher and watched 
his blackboard while the boys on the other side of the room 
did the same for the other teacher—or at least that was the 
thcor}'. And we think we have school-crowding iiroblcms here 
at home! 

The Communists are making a serious effort to infiltrate 
the schools but at present they arc concentrating on the high 
schools and such higher education as is available. In the Chi¬ 
nese schools in Indonesia they have had conspicuous success. 
Large posters of Mao Tse-tung arc posted in the classrooms 
and the students learn that Russia won the war against Japan, 
while the United States is pictured as an imperialist monster 
intent on gobbling up the world. In the Chinese areas of 
Djakarta, bookstores are almost always Communist-run, as in 
Hong Kong and elsewhere in Asia. Books and treatises which 
sell for a trifle push the Marxist revolution, giving detailed 
instruction on how to take over land and governments. 

Two million Chinese do the major retail business in Indo- 
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nesia and have a powerful influence through their factories, 
landholdings, and extensive inoneylendiiig. Many come from 
families who have lived in Indonesia for centuries, but as a 
minority with great business and financial influence, they are, 
naturally, unpopular, and are increasingly aware of their im¬ 
portance as a balance of power. Like most of the overseas 
Chinese, those in Djakarta were originally neutral in the strug¬ 
gle between Cliiang Kai-slick and Mao Tsc-tung; I had the 
impression that more had retained that neutrality than in 
other areas, where they have moved decisively to the side of 
Chiang. Of course there is an articulate and vigorous Com¬ 
munist group and the Red Chinese Embassy is a beehive of 
secret activity. Tlicre is no Russian diplomatic corps in Indo¬ 
nesia; the Red Chinese do their work for them. 

Indonesia is another surplus land area at which the Chinese 
Reds look with hungry eyes. Tlicrc is untilled land in Sumatra, 
Borneo, and many other islands, on which rice could be grown 
to feed millions of Chinese. It was not surprising that shortly 
before we were there the Chinese Reds had tried to add 
twenty additional employees to their already overstaffed Em¬ 
bassy. Only four of these had been cleared in advance with the 
Indonesian Govemment, although all twenty carried visas from 
the Indonesian consul in Red China. Tire Indonesians are 
learning; they promptly shipped home the extra sixteen in the 
face of violent protest by the Mao Tse-tung govemment. 

In the face of every Communist pressure, many local Chi¬ 
nese publicly denounce Mao Tsc-tung, proclaiming their ad¬ 
herence to the free w'orld, and at the American Embassy there 
are Chinese employees who arc most trustworthy. I met one 
who had retired after thirty years of honorable and loyal serv¬ 
ice to our country and still continued to live in one of the 
row of houses behind the Embassy; another has served twenty- 
three years in the Embassy. Of course, American pay scales in 
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an Indonesian city are very attractive, but these Embassy 
Chinese, on the testimony of everyone who knew them, have 
a genuine loyalty to the United States. 

A curious streak of pacifism runs through the whole Indo¬ 
nesian Govemment. Its leaders want no part in the world 
struggle against Communism; they would like to be friendly 
with both sides, somewhat in the same way that Nehru has 
staked out his devious course for India. But also, like Nehru, 
they are becoming increasingly tough on their own homc- 
growm Communist agitators and guerrillas. "Ihcy insist that 
their first duty is to set their owm house in order, not to under¬ 
take world commitments they cannot fulfill. 

The members of the Indonesian Govemment do not par¬ 
ticularly like to discuss the Korean situation; they want to stay 
out of it. Even the proposal of an embargo on war materials 
for Red China was bitterly attacked on the ground that the 
new govemment would lose its independence of action if it 
put on the embargo and also on the ground that Ceylon and 
Malaya would not observe such an agreement anj w'ay. One 
high official of the Indonesian Government j^ubhdy an¬ 
nounced: “We will sell to the devil if it is helpful to us.” 
Nevertheless, the government did quietly impose the embargo 
upon war materials for Red China, reserving the right to 
decide w hat were war materials and what W'crc not. 

Presiding over this strange and difficult government and the 
whole complicated Indonesian scene is tlie President of the 
Republic, the fifty-year-old Sukarno. I saw him at the palace 
of the former Dutch Governor General in Batavia. President 
Sukarno has already stamped his owm personality on this enor¬ 
mous and beautiful marble structure by hanging a large collec¬ 
tion of paintings, some by Indonesians and some, to my sur¬ 
prise, by Dutch artists. Iherc arc lovely pictures of the women 
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of the islands, of sea scenes, and some small and beautiful por¬ 
traits of heads of men and women. Behind his desk is a great 
canvas showing conditions in his mountain capital of Jog¬ 
jakarta in the most desperate days when he and his govern¬ 
ment were fighting the Duteh. Tlie eanvas depicts tattered 
Republican soldiers carefully cleaning weapons, putting fuses 
in dynamite, and bandaging their wounds, while a man off 
in a corner is sadly counting his last three bullets. Tlie Presi¬ 
dent showed me each painting in turn, describing it in flawless 
English with the enthusiasm of an art connoisseur. 

When we sat down to talk it was obvious that he was tired, 
lie had just completed a speaking tour of the islands lasting 
twelve days, during w'hich he had made seventy-two speeches 
to crowds often larger than 150,000 people. Many had traveled 
miles by foot to hear the leader of their country and he had 
given of himself with all his enormous cnerg}" and faith. I asked 
him what he was saying in his speeches and he replied: “I am 
telling them to work hard, lliey now have real inde])endenee. 
Hic Dutch rule is gone. I repeat that they arc working for 
themselves and that they must live and produce like free men. 
I warn them that they must not exjjcct miracles or even that 
all the old evils will be wiped out overnight. Tlicy mustn’t 
expect the living standard to rise immediately and they must 
not swallow the propaganda of agitators who claim they can 
give them the millennium.” 

Isvcn in private conversation he argued his country’s claim 
to Irian (Dutch West New Guinea) with great vigor. “I tell 
them,” he said, “that the problems of Irian will be solved, that 
we will contest with the Dutch until they give it to us; but I 
vrarn them we must not tear up the Round Table Agreement 
because it is the source of our sovereignty.” 

President Sukarno talked freely of the difficulties of the 
nation and, like President Huu of Viet Nam, disposed of some 
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problems by exclaiming, “See how much progress we have 
made already.” He is deeply convinced that the infant Repub¬ 
lic, like other Indonesian babies, will flourish now that it has 
survived the risks of infant mortality. 

He is a thoughtful man as wch as a fiery leader. He knows 
the danger of the increasing volume of Communist propa¬ 
ganda which the Chinese arc bringing into the country and 
is disturbed by it. He hopes that the free world will somehow 
develop a forcible, constructive program of propaganda for the 
free way of life; it is of the greatest importance, he urged, that 
tlie free world capture the imagination of the youth. lie 
pointed to the fact that only two Indonesian 3'ouths were 
attending the World Youth Conference in y\mcrica while fifty 
were attending Communist conferences in East Berlin. I raised 
the point both here and with other members of the govern¬ 
ment later as to where the money was coming from to finance 
the fifty who went to the Berlin spectacle. No one knew for 
sure, but all indicated an opinion that the money had been 
extorted by the Communists from Chinese businessmen. 

Standing somewhat aloof from the day-to-day problems of 
government. President Sukarno is a magnetic, forceful, and 
commanding leader of men; he has achieved the independence 
of his country and 79,000,000 Indonesians arc now free; he 
knows full well that he is the leader of the sixth largest nation 
on earth; he knows the importance of its riches and he wants 
to build his country in peace and progress. Tliis George Wash¬ 
ington of Indonesia has the capacity somehow to lead his peo¬ 
ple to stability. 

lie holds his office by the most extraordinary set of circum¬ 
stances. He and Vice-President Mohammad Hatta proclaimed 
the Republic on August 17, 1945, three days after V-J Day; 
just by common consent they became the acknowledged 
leaders of the struggle for independence. Tlren they were 
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named as President and Vice-President in the Round Table 
Agreement establishing the independent United States of In¬ 
donesia, which later changed its name to the Republic of 
Indonesia. Tlie Parliament was not elected, but was appointed 
to represent the various groups within the island and the 
Premier and his Cabinet are responsible to it. 

How the]' will ever hold elections 1 do not know. At this 
moment they are talking of an election, but there is no law 
under which one could be field. 'Ihcy do not know even who 
could vote, 'nicre arc no records of the ages of people and most 
Indonesians do not know their own age. It has been suggested 
that women should be allowed to vote when they become 
mothers, but in Asia motherhood comes as early as twelve and 
usually by fourteen. Moreover, Indonesians arc not accustomed 
to voting and there is good reason to believe that, since the 
Communists are the politically active group, they might easily 
steal the election, though they have little genuine support 
among the people. 

I asked President Sukanio what language he used when he 
spoke to the great masses of people and he said: “Indonesian.” 
nic best estimate is that about seventy per cent of the people 
would understand about seventy per cent of what they licard in 
Indonesian, which is now the single, official language. Actually 
it is basic Malay with some development and, though it is 
related to many of the dialects, it is still commonly spoken 
by few. Tlic Malay tongue is in many ways quite primitive and 
the vocabulary docs not fill all the requirements of modern 
life. In many instances Dutch is still found to be necessary for 
exact statement. 'Hie language problems in elections would 
be particularly acute. Even in many households I met hus¬ 
bands and wives who spoke such different dialects that the 
only language in which they could talk to each other was 
Dutch. 
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In its nationalist zeal the government has attempted to wipe 
every trace of Dutch names from the islands. Not only every 
island and every city but every street has been renamed. How¬ 
ever, this zeal exceeded tlie people's understanding and anyone 
who wants to travel in a pedicab or a taxi must often tell the 
driver the old Dutch name if he wants to arrive at his destina¬ 
tion. Even sonic of the leaders of the government still use the 
old names of Java, Sumatra, Borneo, Bali, and all the other 
islands—except New Guinea. Because of the crisis over its own¬ 
ership, it is universally called by its new name, Irian. 

Indonesia’s half-castes face a bitter choice. Under the Round 
Tabic Agreement, all persons who were part Indonesian and 
part Dutch were forced to declare by December 31, 1951, 
whether they wished to be Dutch or Indonesian. Under the 
colonial regime any half-caste W'ith Dutch blood, or Indo- 
European, as they arc called, was regarded as a Dutchman and 
suffered no social stigma. Much of the finest talent of Indo¬ 
nesia has come from this group. But now they were forced to 
make a choice. If they elected to call themselves Indonesians 
they faced the possibility of future discrimination because of 
their Dutch blood. On the other hand, if they declared them¬ 
selves to be Dutch llicy might well be forced to leave the 
country and go back to overcrowded little Holland with noth¬ 
ing to do and no place to live. 

The native Dutch still in Indonesia suffer from the hostility 
of the po])ulace, though 6000 of them provide the main body 
of trained public servants. 'Hiey are too few to run such a large 
country and too many to be absorbed. Without them, no one 
knows what would happen to the government. 

Certainly the government must start paying all of its em¬ 
ployees a living wage. Cabinet officers get about a hundred 
dollars a month. Tliey say it is tough but they can exist on that 
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salary. The lower echelons of government employees simply 
cannot live on their low compensation. Unless government 
pay is increased, morale will further disintegrate and corrup¬ 
tion increase. 

Tlie Republic of Indonesia exists today as a race between 
development of the techniques of government on the one hand 
and the forces of rebellion and disorder on the other. I am 
betting on the govcniment. Its problems arc staggering beyond 
belief and neither the solutions nor the governmental forms 
will be after our pattern or according to our republican ideas of 
democracy; they could not possibly be. President Sukarno’s 
leadership is intelligent and powerful; the fires of great patri¬ 
otism and loyalty burn in him and his associates. '^Tlicy are 
learning the business of government the hard way. Even as I 
write this chapter the Cabinet is falling, but I believe a new 
and, perhaps, even stronger Cabinet can be formed. 

The leaders of Indonesia arc facing up to the need for 
broader education, development of resources, and higher living 
standards for all the people. With the infinite riches of their 
islands and the basic good sense of their people, they can come 
through. Tire 79,000,000 people of Indonesia can be one of the 
most powerful forces for the freedom of man. llicy do not 
want to be involved in the world struggle. Tlicy have achieved 
their independence, even as we did, after long and bitter fight¬ 
ing and they arc determined to maintain it. We will not always 
see eye to eye with them on what .should be done; but we share 
the same objective: freedom for them and for us. If we give 
them half a chance by learning to respect them and like them, 
and if Southeast Asia is not overrun, I believe Indonesia can 
become a free and prosperous nation. 
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jw/iNCi-: I RETURNED Iiomc tlic CommuTiist attack in the 
Pacific has been stepped up. Violence has broken out in Japan 
as ratification of the peace treaty nears. General de Lattre is 
dead and the long-expected Communist offensive has been 
launched in the Tonkin Delta of Indo-China, In Indonesia 
the Cabinet has fallen over the issue of acceptance of Aiiicri- 
can arms aid. Reacting to the march of events, our own na¬ 
tional Administration has finally begun to show concern over 
the preservation of Formosa in our island chain of defense. To 
succeed the murdered Sir Henry Gurney in Malaya the British 
have appointed a siern and successful military’^ leader to break 
the stalemate with the guerrillas, 

Australia and New Zealand arc the southern anchors of the 
Pacific defense line, and arc to be protected by the pending 
treaty of mutual defense, Alaska is the northern anchor. Since 
it is clear that we would iiuinediately go to the defense of cither 
area in the event of attack, 1 have omitted from this book 
chapters on my visits there. I do wish, however, to express my 
warm gratitude to the people of those British Pacific Domin¬ 
ions and of Hawaii and Alaska for their generous hospitality to 
me and to the members of my party. 

The crisis today is in Southeast Asia. If it stands, the whole 
defense perimeter will doubtless stand--from Alaska down 
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through Japan, Okinawa, Formosa, the Philippines, Southeast 
Asia and Indonesia, to Australia and New Zealand. We have 
taken action-strong action—in ereating mutual defenses in 
the Americas through the Rio Treaty, and in Europe through 
the North Atlantic Treaty Organization. During the great de¬ 
bate of 1951 over the issue of sending American troops to help 
shore up the defenses of Europe, the opponents predicted 
darkly that this was a sure way to provoke war with Stalin; 
they warned, in all seriousness, that an attempt to become 
strong would provoke attack while we were still weak. Fortu¬ 
nately for America and for the free world, these arguments of 
defeatism were ignored, and as a result of the labors and the 
shining leadership of General Eisenhower, Western Europe is 
stronger today than ever. 

The outstanding fact is that, wherever we have undertaken 
treaties assuring collective action in advance, there is no war. 
Peace has thus far been preserved by strength. In the Pacific 
we have done only patchwork jobs and that area is racked by 
five wars. 

It must be clear that for the sake of our own freedom we 
should take action in the Pacific similar to that which we have 
taken in the Americas and in Western Europe. There will be 
many difEcultics, of course, but peace was never won by ti¬ 
midity or inertia. If France remains steadfast in Indo-China, 
Southeast Asia and the free Pacific can win through—always 
provided the Red Chinese do not launch a new invasion. I am 
confident the Chinese will not attack if the United States de¬ 
velops, within the structure of the United Nations, a total 
Pacific treaty of mutual defense. 

\^'e do not need to be committed to respond to attack in any 
particular way or in any particular spot; we can reserve to our¬ 
selves complete freedom of the manner of our action. I am pro¬ 
foundly convinced that such a treaty will save the 300,000,000 
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free people and the indispensable resources of the Pacific; that 
our defenses will not shrink back to Hawaii or the coast of Cali¬ 
fornia; that the Pacific anchors will remain secure and in peace. 

The thesis so well stated by President Quirino of the Philip¬ 
pines is everlastingly right The cumulative opinion and evi¬ 
dence in every country I visited points inescapably to the same 
conclusion. 

There arc risks, of course. In these dangerous times the only 
question is where lies the greater risk: in building united de¬ 
fense now or in waiting until catastrophe strikes? The whole 
progress of modern history shows that the greater risk lies in 
waiting and it becomes greater every day we wait. 

The torch fell from our hands after the First World War; it 
must not fall again. If we act promptly in the PaciBc we shall 
at least take command of events; we will no longer be leaving 
the initiative in Asia to Communist imperialism. Accepting 
our Pacific neighbors as partners and friends, on terms of 
equality and mutual respect, we can build a mighty peace 
which will be not only material but spiritual. 
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